


Darkness vs Evil

by Litwick723



Category: How to Train Your Dragon, Rise of the Guardians
Genre: Adventure, Hurt-Comfort
Language: English
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2015-11-30 00:17:53
Updated: 2016-04-09 17:19:11
Packaged: 2016-04-27 11:12:57
Rating: T
Chapters: 19
Words: 106,648
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Sequel to "Six Movies, Seven Heroes." The GMAD is seeming to fall apart, and the only band of heroes that can save it are locked up and powerless. Can it be that their fate rests on a certain dark fairy? Meanwhile, many years in the past, the same fairy is completing his test to become light with a dark heart. Secrets will be unveiled and trusts will be shattered.





	1. Prologue

_"You know, in my experience, when people are scared, they either run or they fight. I'd start planning for both"_

_-Duke Crocker, Haven_

_._

_"The very things that hold you down are going to lift you up."_

_-Timothy Mouse, Dumbo_

_._

_"I can see a light in your eye. Cherish that, because that light can quickly be replaced by something else. Pain."_

_-King George, Once Upon A Time_

* * *

><p><strong>Decades ago<strong>

"Quickly, ladies! Quickly!"

"We need to hurry! They're coming!"

"Shh! They're right there!"

Silence filled the entire forest. The giant, magnificent tree in the sector of green glowed a brilliant yellow. The familiar golden sand that the fairies of the island were familiar with streamed down the hills, flowing over the vines. Said vines stretched to a hut where the fairies inside cowered for safety.

"Do you think they're gone?"

"Quiet! They'll hear you!"

A shadow passed over the moonlight, covering the windows. The fairies gasped, retaliating into the building. Then the shadow disappeared.

"That was close..." a fairy said.

_Boom!_

The fairies gasped as the door was blown off its hinges, and two figures walked in. Their intense eyes swept over the room of the factory the fairies occupied.

"Seems that we found their little hideout, Five," the first figure said. He surveyed the room. A certain fairy in a green dress caught his eyesight. "And I think this fairy knows exactly where it is!"

"W-wait!" the fairy said. "Let me go!"

"Tinker Bell!" A fairy in purple dashed forward, but the second figure caught her by her arms. "Hey! Let me go!"

"Vidia!" A fairy in a yellow dress flew to help, but a black root burst from the ground, grabbing her ankles. "Hey! I can't move!"

"Neither can I!"

"Where's Queen Clarion?"

"Hush your mouths right now!" the first figure said. As he spoke, giant scaly wings burst from his back, making him all the more intimidating. When the black vines covered the mouths of the fairies, he smirked. "Finally. You." He pulled the fairy in the green dress forward. "Tinker Bell, was it?"

"I'm not telling you anything!" Tinkerbell shouted once her mouth was free. "Who you think you are, anyway, trespassing into Pixie Hollow?"

"You don't even now what we're here for," the second figure who was know as Five said. "What do you think, Litwick? Should we give them mercy?"

Litwick pierced his eyes into Tinkerbell's. She gasped when she saw only whiteness in them. No pupil, no iris. "Where's the blue pixie dust?" he demanded.

"_That's_ what you're here for?" a fairy said, his mouth free momentarily. "The blue pixie dust? You have no right to it! It's what makes us fairies fly!"

"We know that!" Five said. He walked up to him, leering with his red eyes. The fairy faltered slightly when he saw scales in his neck. "You seem to be brave for a fairy. Who are you?"

"My name's Terrence," the fairy said. "And you won't get our dust!"

"Terrence," Five repeated. "Hm..." He circled the fairy, looking into his outfit. "What makes you think you can stop us? You're nothing more than a Dust Keeper if I'm not mistaken."

"There're more of us than there are of you," Terrence said, seeming confident. "Just the two of you can't get our dust!"

Five made no reaction that he was wavered. "Well, if that's what you really think, then I do believe we need to change your mind. Litwick?"

Litwick flew forward, hovering above the ground over Terrence. "This is what happens to people who try and stop us," he said. He reached forward, his hand seeping into Terrence's chest. The fairy cried out an agony as he felt like he was being torn apart from the inside. He gasped as Litwick took his hand out, looking at the glowing red object in his hand.

"Terrence!" Tinker Bell shouted, trying to shake free. "What did you do to him?"

"I just took his heart, is all," Litwick said. "See here? The beating organ that if I squeeze, will bring him immense pain." He squeezed the heart in his hands, making Terrence groan in pain.

"No!" Tinker Bell shouted. "Stop! Leave him alone! Take my heart instead, just please leave him alone!"

"T-tink!" he shouted. "No! Don't!"

Litwick raised his eyebrow. "Well, well. It seems that I was right after all." He grinned maliciously. "You two have a thing for each other, don't you?"

Tinker Bell sputtered. "Wh-what? What are you talking about?"

Litwick laughed. "Oh, this is precious! You two are in love with each other and you don't even realize it? If I had a scale for every time that's happened, if be a full grown dragon by now!"

The fairies in the room looked disbelieving at first. But it seemed that they knew their friends well enough to know.

"I never thought Tinker Bell would be the type who would take a liking to someone," the purple fairy named Vidia said to a fairy in blue.

"Let me tell you from personal experience," Litwick said. "Love will bring you nothing but pain and misery. You're better off alone." He squeezed the heart tightly in his hands.

"Aaahh...!" Terrence started out screaming in pain, and his scream eventually died down as he became limp.

"Terrence?" Tinker Bell said fearfully as the fairy stopped moving. "T-Terrence! Wa-wake up!" She watched in horror, tears streaming her face as Litwick opened his hand, revealing not a heart, but black dust. She watched as the dust fell to the ground.

"I did you a favor," Litwick said. "Five, get the dust!"

"On it," Five said. He flew without wings, dashing down a hall and underground.

Litwick stayed above ground, looking at all the fairies as their mouths were covered again. He could feel the fear. He loved it. "Let's see..." He looked through the fairies. "Which heart will I take next? Yours? Or maybe yours?" He turned to Tinker Bell. "Or how about yours, 'Tink'? Still offering up your deal?"

"You mustn't do this."

Litwick frowned, turning to see a golden fairy fluttering outside the door. "You must be Queen Clarion. I'll admit, even my dark fairy abilities couldn't sense your presence. And tell me, why wouldn't it?"

"Killing will only bring you more agony than losing love ever will," Clarion said. She was as graceful as ever, maneuvering to talking rather than conflict. "I know of your actions, Litwick. You and the demon that's impersonated your brother have wrecked havoc among the worlds."

"He's not a demon!" Litwick said, flying up to meet her eye to eye. "He's the very same brother that saved from the agony the light brought me!"

"You know very well that that isn't true," Clarion said. "What would Olivia say?"

Litwick gasped. His horrific demeanor changed immediately. He flew back a few inches, something having struck inside him. "How the hell do you know about her?"

"I've got it!" Five's voice rang through the air. He burst through the ground, crumbling the floor to pieces. In his hands he carried a glass bowl of shimmering blue pixie dust. He frowned when he saw the queen. "What are you doing here?"

The queen said nothing for a moment. Then she turned to Litwick and said, "You'll do what's right in the end. He said you would."

"Hey! Who are you talking about?" Litwick shouted. "Get your yellow rear back here!" He flew out the factory and began to fly after her as she flew away.

"Litwick, down!" Five said. He flew after him, holding his shoulder. "Leave it alone. We got what we need. We got the pixie dust, now we can destroy this world once we get home. Let's go!"

Litwick leered at the diminishing figure of the fairy queen before he groaned. "I can't let her get to my head. Let's get the heck away from this place. The fairies are too caring for my taste."

* * *

><p>It seemed that traveling to Pixie Hollow made them to their six-inch sizes. Returning back to their base rendered them back to their normal heights. Litwick twirled a speck of the blue dust in between his fingers. "If we get this experiment right, then we can finally destroy all worlds," he said thoughtfully.<p>

"Exactly," Mr. 5 said. "There's still the missing nightlock berries. With their poison mixed with the dust, it'll create the perfect bomb to blow Pixie Hollow off the worlds' map."

"I thought they were called nightshade," Litwick remarked.

"Same difference," Mr. 5 said with disdain, seeming annoyed just by him talking. "I'll go and get them. Get everything set up over here." A portal appeared in the floor as he threw something. Mr. 5 jumped inside the portal, and when he was gone, all that was left was a crater.

Litwick was left alone as he stared at the blue pixie dust. He picked up a speck and rolled it around his fingers. It was small, about the size of a marble. He could feel the power, and once this dust was mix with the poison of the nightlock berries, they would be one step closer to destroying the worlds.

But still... What the queen said, about Olivia... _What would she say?_

* * *

><p><em>"Marvin! Marvin, wait!"<em>

_Marvin looked up. He broke into a wide grin. "Oh, hey, Olivia!" He set down his hammer and pulled his gloves off. He used his arm to wipe the sweat off his forehead and resulted in wiping dirt on it._

_As Olivia walked up to him, she giggled as Marvin's hair stuck at an odd angle as he took his headband. Confused, he looked at his reflection in the mirror before he laughed as well._

_"Let me fix that for you," Olivia said, damping her hands in a nearby bucket of water. She grunted as she ran his finger through his bright hair, trying to smooth it down. "Damn, you need a haircut, you know that?"_

_Marvin rolled his eyes. "Yeah, the day I cut my hair short to reveal my ears will be the day I die. I mean, look at them!" He pulled the hair over his ears pointed. "See? This is what happens when you're half-fairy. Your ears are pointed. Not needle-pointed, but curved, anyway."_

_Olivia pecked his cheek with her lips, albeit difficult as he was much taller than her, and smiled. "Yes, but I still love you for that. There! What do you think?"_

_Marvin looked at his reflection again. "I don't recognize myself," he said. "I mean, I still don't! For over a hundred years I was the same, and just a year's past since the curse broke and when I look at my reflection I think I'm seeing someone else."_

_Olivia wrapped her arms around his waist from behind, resting her head on his back. "Yes, but it's a good thing," she said. "I'm sorry that your mother cursed you, but then we wouldn't have met, would we? You're the light in your own world."_

_With a wave of a hand, a stem grew from the dirt floor of the forge and weaved its way to Marvin's hand. Red flowers of all kind popped from buds, forming a flower crown. He turned around and placed it on her head. "I may not be royalty anymore," he said, his voice low as he hugged her, whispering in her ear, "but you will always be my princess."_

_"Next time, do the right thing," she said. "Think every option through. I know you'll face the light when the darkness is thrust upon you."_

* * *

><p>Pixie Hollow was in despair the next day. Though the sun was shining bright, it did nothing to brighten the grim mood of the fairies. The blue pixie dust was stolen and one of their own was gone. Terrence was set on a bed of leaves and was set into the sea. And no one was more grieved than Tinker Bell.<p>

The fairy was with Queen Clarion at the pixie dust tree, watching as the last of the golden dust slowly came to a stop.

"Queen Clarion, what are we going to do?" Tinker Bell asked nervously. "Without the blue pixie dust, all the fairies will be flightless!"

"I hoped that he would come to senses," Clarion said.

"Queen Clarion, I don't understand how you were so hopeful that that _monster_ would give up," Tinker Bell said, mildly annoyed.

The queen shook her head. "Not give up, Tinker Bell. I met a man a long time ago, when I first arrived in Pixie Hollow. He told me that when a dark fairy arrives, he would turn to the light. I fear he was wrong."

The tree was dying now. The pixie dust acted like a fuel for the tree. In no time at all, the tree would wither and die, and all the fairies of Pixie Hollow would die.

"Queen Clarion!" A short, plump female fairy came bursting into the open chamber, gasping for breath. "Goodness, me... Queen Clarion, there's...there's..."

"Fairy Mary, what is it?" she asked, concerned as to why the fairy looked close to hyperventilating and passing out.

"I-i-i-it's the dark fairy!" Fairy Mary exclaimed. "He's back!"

* * *

><p>All of the fairies of Pixie Hollow gathered at the bottom of the pixie dust tree. Though there was only one dark fairy against hundreds of light ones, they made no move to react. They were all to frightened from what happened to Terrence, and were scared to suffer the same fate.<p>

Litwick hovered above them all, looking down at them. He was once again their diminutive size. In his hands he carried the blue dust. He eyed the crowd until he located his target. She was easy to find as she was the only one who was as bright as the golden sun. He flew down to her level and the nearby fairies scattered. He eyed Clarion for a moment before he outstretched his hands.

Clarion took the dust. "You've seen the light," she said, almost a whisper.

From the corner of his eye, Litwick saw Tinker Bell behind a root. She was eying him with hate and fear. "I fear I may have done so too late," he said.

He turned around to fly away when Clarion shouted, "Wait just a moment!" She flew up to his level, and she could see how anxious he looked. "I know someone who may be able to help you."

"Help me? Why would you want to help me?" Litwick spat.

Clarion calmly responded, "Because he can help you see the light again. What would Olivia tell you to do?" When she saw him falter under the name, she added, "He is a powerful sorcerer in another land. I'm not sure where, but I know you'll find him. He told me of you, he prophesied that you would come. And he told me of Olivia's fate."

"..." Litwick said nothing.

"Take this." With a wave of her hand, a golden seed appeared and drifted toward him. "This is the seed of a flower called the Lillian Devine. Plant it, and when it offers nectar when it blooms, drink to relive your most precious memories in sleep."

"Why are you doing this?" Litwick asked softly. "I destroyed your home. I killed one of your own. Tell me, why?"

"I like to believe in hope," Clarion said. "I have hope that you will gain light in your heart and become what you once were."

Litwick looked at the seed in his open palm before he closed and clenched his fist, the rubber of the gloves stretching. "Thank you," he said, before he turned around and headed for the second star to the right. And just like that, he was gone.

* * *

><p><strong>Present day<strong>

Litwick stood at the balcony, overlooking the forest below. From his position, he could see the churning waves of the water as the clouds closed in. The wind picked up and a flash of lightning struck near him.

"Wherefore dost thee stay here, dear Litwick?" a silky voice said from behind him.

"Go away, Janet," Litwick said bitterly.

Janet laughed heartedly and walked up to him, setting a hand on the stone railing. "Come hither, Litwick. O, may the gods pray upon thee merciless soul and strike when down! Then again, thou art no soul contained, dost thou?"

Litwick growled. "I may not have a soul," he said, "but at least I have a heart. You may have Dream's body, but you don't have her Essence. You're nothing but a Heartless, and you know that."

"And what does that make thee?" Janet asked. "Heartless? Nobody? Perchance a shell with dying life?" When he said nothing, Janet laughed again. "My, my, my! Thus I render thee speechless? Dost I gain such affect on men?" She giggled like a child as she left the room.

Litwick was left alone again. He looked up at the night sky and saw the clouds part ever so slightly. In the dark sky, he saw a glowing white dot. A star._ "I'm wishing on a star, and trying to believe,"_ he whispered as he closed his eyes. _"And even though it's far, I'll find hope on this eve. I lost those I've come to love, and more than once I missed the crown. When you're not here, I think of you year-round."_

_"Throughout the entire year, you welcome me back home,"_ a voice said. Litwick looked down to see a small child, no more than seven, stand next to him. The little boy had brown hair and green eyes. He took Litwick's hand and said, _"When I let out a cheer, you love me to the bone. Putting up for years with me, when I cry and make a sound. When you're not here, I think of you year-round."_

The little boy hugged Litwick's legs, smiling and sighing contently.

He felt a peck on his cheek and turned to his left to see a girl his age, physically, smiling at him as she caressed his cheek._ "The present, past, and future, all that can be foreseen."_ This girl, with her stunning blue eyes and light hair, kissed his cheek again before resting her head on his shoulder.

Litwick shook his head._ "All the things I've heard about, but never really seen."_

The girl and the little boy both said, _"No one will be dreaming as we act with hope."_

_"When the heavens' angles sing,"_ the girl said.

Litwick sighed._ "I listen all around."_

_"The bells of hope will ring,"_ the little boy mused.

_"I never hear a sound."_

_"And all the dreams of children, once lost will all be found," _they both said. _"When you're not here, I think of you year-round."_

Litwick shut his eyes tight as he felt a sting in them. He felt something soften around him, covering his entire body. Something cold wrapped around his ankles and wrists as the last of the voices faded away.

_"When you're not here, I think of you year-round."_

When he opened his eyes again, he found himself on the floor. He rubbed his fingers on the ground, feeling the soft dirt. He say up, and across from him, say the Lillian Devine. The beautiful golden flower still had droplets of nectar flowing into the ground from when Litwick drank some earlier. He rubbed his hand at the cuffs changing him to the wall. He pulled at them, but the chains were magically enforced to the wall.

"You want darkness, Mr. 5?" Litwick whispered to himself as he closed his eyes again. When he opened them, they were as black as the night sky. "Fine, then. You'll get darkness."

* * *

><p><strong>Songs:<strong>

**Litwick—to the tune of "When Christmas Comes to Town" from The Polar Express**

* * *

><p><strong>And I present to you all the sequel to <em>Six Movies, Seven Heroes<em>! _Darkness vs. Evil _will be just as song-filled as a musical can be, so if you have a song to be requested, let me know! I may not be able to put it in until later, but I work with what I can.**

**I also meant to release this on the first of December, but I decided to do it today. _The Rider's Son Returns_ is still going on, but I need to reword the current chapter before I upload it. It's...complicated. Time travel does that to you, you know?**

**Before I forget, the official _Litwick723 Origins_ story is out! I was originally going to make it a multichapter story, but it was too complicated, Dor I dumbed it down to a one-shot. Go on and read it!**

**Updates for this story might be slow as well. And as for people looking for _RotBTD: The Second Generation_, that story will not be released until next year. Yes, _next year_. I have too much on my plate not for that, but it will most likely be on February. It's still part of winter, isn't it?**

**I also blame my cousin for making me watch and enjoy the damn Tinker Bell movies.**

**-Litwick723**


	2. Cellmates

_"Trust NO ONE!"_

_-Journal #3, Gravity Falls_

_._

_"You can't give up on him. Maybe he can come back. You have to hope he will."_

_-Audrey Parker, Haven_

_._

_"May the odds be ever in your favor."_

_-The Hunger Games_

* * *

><p>Hours. That's how long it's been since Mr. 5, Litwick, and the others locked and trapped them in the cage. The bodies of Vikings, spirits, people, and mages of stone littered the floor. They all looked scared or angry.<p>

They all gave up hope on finding a way to escape. Jack still hadn't woken up, and Hiccup and Hiro offered their vest and sweater to help prop his head up as a pillow. The only food they had was the fruit Hiccup carried in his sack, and because Zilla was immortal, he did not need to eat often. After what felt like an entire twenty-four hours, or longer, they were all getting fed up with each other.

"This is _my_ side of the cell!"

"_You're_ side? Well, exuuuuse _me_, Princess, but in case you haven't noticed, we're all trapped here together whether we like it or not!"

Merida grunted. "Move your raven-haired carcass over before I do it for you!"

"Or what?" Hiro said, standing from the spot where Merida sat moments earlier. "What are you going to do, turn me into a bear!"

"Guys, stop fighting!" Rapunzel pleaded, standing between the two of them. "We're never going to get out of here if we fight each other!"

"Rapunzel's right," Zilla said, trying to ease the tension. "This is what Litwick wants, he wants us to turn on each other."

"Ye would know, wouldn't you?" Merida snapped at him. "Ye being all buddy-buddy with him for us trapped in this bloody plant cage in the first place!"

"This is hopeless," Hiccup said as he hit his head against the wall. "You never thought to suspect Litwick? I mean, he's a _dark_ fairy. Not sure about you, but it seems like a deal-breaker to me."

"I thought we could trust him," Zilla admired as he fidgeted with the collar on his neck. His tail flapped on the ground nervously. "Now I'm not so sure."

"Uuh..."

A groan echoed.

"Did anyone else hear that?" Anna asked.

"Els..."

Elsa gasped as she turned around. "Jack!" She kneeled at his side as he woke up. "Are you okay, Jack?"

Jack nodded. He struggled to lift himself, his brown locks bouncing. "Y-yeah, yeah I'm...f-fine..." He shivered. "I'm...c-cold...?"

"Sorry," Elsa said, stepping back. "All I can do is keep you cold."

Jack sat up against the wall. He said the _exact_ same thing to Baby Tooth before they arrived. So he did the same she did: he came closer to her. "It's f-fine," he said. "I would...rather be near you and freeze than...be away and live..."

Elsa felt herself tear up at this. She had never felt this way about someone before. She hugged him around his neck and Jack hugged back, sighing.

"A-hem." They both looked up at hearing Zilla clear his throat. "As much as we're glad to see that you're okay, Jack, we need to think of a way out of here."

"And why would you want to do that?" Mr. 5 stepped forward, shadow people standing behind him. "Hm. Viking, lizard, ex-spirit, mortal, mortal, mortal... Because everyone in this room except me and Zilla can die, so..."

"Blasted demon, you!" Merida grabbed her discarded bow, having lost her arrows, and hit the bars repeatedly.

"Shut up and calm down, lest you want the shattered statues of the royal family of Dunbroch," Mr. 5 said, pointing to the discarded bodies of Elinor and the triplets. When Merida back up, he smiled. "Good. Now, why don't we get to know each other? You have something to say, Hiccup the Useless?"

Hiccup gritted his teeth, he was starting to lose his temper as well. "I am not useless," he said. He crossed his arms and leaned on the wall.

"Well, be thankful that I'm trying to avoid these spats of yours," Mr. 5 said mockingly. "I already have a voice in my head, I don't want anymore." He pointed to a spot near the far corner as everyone frowned. "That's your patch of mud down there."

Hiccup growled as he moved, just to keep the red-scaled villain off his back. "Dumped in the back," he muttered to himself. As Elsa sat across from him, he said, "You know, sometimes being me in a Viking environment really sucks Changewing acid."

"What the heck do you need Changewing acid for?" Anna asked as she sat next to her sister.

Hiccup groaned. _"Life is disappointing. Woe is what I digress. Outted by my size, that's just how it lies for poor Hiccup Horrendous."_ He crossed his arms and sighed heavily as he stood, leaning on the wall. _"Story of my life, always doomed to fail. Cheated by the gods, ignored to the tail. That's the story of my life, oh yeah. That's the story of my life."_

"Hiro! Get over here!" Mr. 5 called.

Hiccup sighed. He was feeling tired and weary. _"Strife is never ending."_

_"Banished from the crowd,"_ Jack added with fatigue.

"Merida!"

_"They dragged us from beyond,"_ Hiro said.

_"If only we had a wand,"_ Anna pouted.

She and Elsa both said, _"Life is but a down."_

_"Get over here, Frost," _Mr. 5 said with a leer.

_"Life it but a witch-hunt,"_ Merida said with a drawl, as of making fun of someone._ "Yer thrown in the mud, yer tossed in distress."_

Mr. 5 seemed to be done calling them. _"You ridiculed my mind," _he said with hate._ "As if I was blind!"_

Zilla growled. _"The hateful vengeance you caress will end up in a monster mess," _he warned.

"Oh, life, how merry!" Mr. 5 said with false pride.

The eight people in the cage began to walk back and forth between the spots they were assigned to as of they weren't assigned to them at all. _"Story of my life. Booted from the hall. Told to go away."_

_"Tumbling off a wall," _Jack said, looking at his colored hands. No way he was as nimble as he was before.

_"That's the story of my life."_

"You're trapped with nowhere to go," Mr. 5 said.

Anna and Rapunzel shrugged. _"That's the story of my life."_

Five turned around and headed for the door. "So much for peace and quiet."

_"That's the story of my life."_

"But remember this!" Mr. 5 turned to look at them one last time. "If I catch any of you out of that cell before I'm done with you, I will eliminate a statue one by one!" With that, he shut the doors again, the sound echoing in the room.

The others in the cage spoke quietly, as if speaking loudly would result in punishment. _"I always dreamed I'd get a happy ending."_

_"And this right here, not how it goes," _Hiro sighed.

They all sang,_ "I always dreamed I'd get an ever after. If this is it, it blows. It blows. It blows!"_

"This is worse than that time I wound up in Auschwitz for a week," Jack said as he rubbed his forehead.

_"Story of my life. All the wasted prayers. All the broken dreams. All the broken sayers. All the damage done. All the busted heads. All the shattered falls." _All of their lives it seemed like they've faced nothing but misery. Yes, they've gotten a joy or glee recently on their lives, but with their current predicament, it felt like this was the end of the road here.

_"Say bye to all your friends,"_ Zilla said with a twinge of anger.

_"That's the story of my life, yes sir. That's the story of my life, oi vey. That's the story of my...life!"_

Zilla placed a finger on his chin. "The only way we'll get through this is to do it together," he said. "I'll admit, I don't have a plan to get us out of here, but I will find one, we will stop Mr. 5 and Litwick."

"Are you sure we even can?" Elsa asked. "We don't have magic or anything to help us."

Zilla shook his head. It was difficult, he knew, because he trusted Litwick with his life. It almost didn't feel right, but he knew better. All that mattered now was to try and escape together while keeping everyone alive. This is gonna be harder than I thought.

* * *

><p>"<span>Hey! Let me outta here! I swear, if you don't let me out right now, I'm gonna–<span>"

"Gonna what?" Mr. 5 taunted, knocking the lamp over. "You have tremendous power, yet it's completely fruitless while you're trapped in this thing. It's sad, really."

"Sad?! Why don't you let me out and say that to my face?!"

"As much as I want to, I have other plans," Mr. 5 said. He set the lamp inside a chest, locking it tight with the dagger as the key. "I summon thee, Dark One."

"What now?" Litwick walked up next to him. "You've already captured my friends, not to mention that they think I turned against them. What more do you want from me?"

"Your answer." Seeing Litwick's raised eyebrow, he continued. "You never said who you wanted to be spared from my curse. Your brother, or your girlfriend?"

"Curse?" Litwick repeated. "You never said anything about a curse before, you said you were going to kill them."

Mr. 5 shook his head. "Death is final, brother. Their suffering will be eternal." He reached into his pocket and pulled out a scroll. He unrolled it and looked at its contents. "A lock of hair from the darkest souls. That should be easy. Let's see... Ah, yes, here we go: the heart of the thing you love most."

Litwick gave a feral growl. "_That's_ why you want to know who I want spared! To kill them! You're going to rip her heart out and–"

"It seems that even though you steal memories, yours is failing," Mr. 5 said with a smirk. "It is the thing _you_ love the most, not me. I'm not going to cast the curse, you are. And it seems that you've made your decision." He leered at him. "Though... There is a _third_ participant in this competition, isn't there? Yes, your son is–" Before he could say anymore, Mr. 5 was thrown against the wall of the room, his head hitting hard against the bricked section. Litwick's arm was brought up to his neck, and he was huffing as if someone insulted him. They might as well have.

"You leave them the hell alone!" Litwick shouted. "Leave _her_ alone, leave _my son _alone, leave _my brother _alone, _LEAVE US ALL THE HELL ALONE!"_ With a grunt, he turned around and left the room, leaving a sadistic Mr. 5 alone with a grin on his lips.

* * *

><p>Litwick made his way to his room like an angry child would after arguing with his parents. He shut the door close, making sure to block it with his vines. Not that it would keep Mr. 5 out, he just wanted to keep everyone else out. The other villains.<p>

Litwick sighed heavily as he trailed around his room. It was nearly empty. The only thing there was was a bed, a fireplace, and a bookshelf full of stories about other heroes. That was it. No keepsakes, no closet, no desk, no posters or anything to make this room seem homey. Then again, Litwick hadn't felt at home for a long time.

He grunted as he went over to the fire, stoking it. _"I really hate you, stop getting in my way. I've lost my patience, when are you gonna decay?"_ He couldn't even begin to count how many times Mr. 5 came into his life to try and wrongly fraud him because they were supposedly "brothers." But in reality, Litwick lost his twin brother many centuries ago, but he had an emergency plan to get him back and save the others. If only he had their trust, it would make things a hell of a lot easier... _"I want to throw you out, just like my broken TV. If you come back once more, it shall be painful, you'll see..."_

Litwick reached for a book and ripped out a page. Using his knife, he sketched a rough drawing of Mr. 5 and his evil smile. _"I hope you die in a fire!_" He began stabbing at the drawing with his knife, a rage filling his body. _"Hope you'll be stabbed in the heart! Hope you'll get shot and expire!"_ Usually, Litwick was able to block all and any emotions, but with what happened only a few moments ago, he wanted nothing more than to save his brother. He always hesitated because he knew the price, but now, he was ready to pay it.

He continued to ram at the paper. _"Hope you'll be taken apart! Hope this is what you desire!"_

* * *

><p>Mr. 5 clicked the dagger against his claw. He had control over one of the most dangerous dark forces in the palm of his hand, yet said dark force fought for good. It was sickening. Many dark forces before claim to fight for good, and would always eventually fall to evil. Not Litwick. For him, it was the exact opposite. He was evil before he was good. And now, he was trying to gain his brother back.<p>

Mr. 5 took possession of Litwick's brother many centuries ago, and he used it to his advantage to manipulate him. But with what happened 400 years ago, Litwick was now facing the light again. On the dirt wall, Mr. 5 drew Litwick's face with the tip of the dagger. _"It's almost over, why can't you just let it fly? Don't be afraid, it's not the first you'll die."_ Litwick can put up a fight, he knew that. He thought back to when he last faced faced the GMAD by himself. He had never considered the option of exposing Litwick as a dark fairy until that moment. Yet, he always bounced back after being kicked down.

_"Your mechanical parts click, sounds like when I break your bones. Once I get my second chance, I won't leave you alone."_ He thought back to all the time he and Litwick confronted each other. The first time was when he turned on him, the second was to defend his son, then when he corrupted the girl he loved. No, not loved, loves. Even though another man loves her and he knew it.

Yet still, the fact that Litwick carried the hope that he could save his brother bothered him. He knew the price, and now, he had a feeling that he was ready to pay it. He needed to be careful. _"I hope you die in a fire!"_ With a sudden force, Mr. 5 began to stab at the drawing, mostly in the middle of Litwick's face. _"Hope you'll be stabbed in the heart! Hope you'll get shot and expire! Hope you'll be taken apart! I hope you die in a fire!"_

Both boys were at war with each other and themselves. They wanted the other to die, but they both knew the price of that wish. Still, if Litwick had enough light, Mr. 5 knew he would carry out the price. And he was not going to let him win. Not this time.

_"Hope you'll be stabbed in the heart! Hope you'll get shot and expire! Hope you'll be taken apart! Hope this is what you desire!"_

Both boys looked at their shredded artwork. Both looked at the knife in their hands with an internal anger burning. They destroyed their masterpiece to complete shreds. _"I hope you die in a fire!"_

In his room, Litwick looked at the now-blazing fire before throwing the pieces of paper in. Then he had an idea. It was risky, but it was his only shot. If one can see, they would see a trail of black smoke escape Litwick's mouth.

* * *

><p>"What do you mean he's not a spirit anymore?" Elsa asked.<p>

Zilla raised his hand to his neck. Each time he tried to pry the Kyptonite brace off, damn thing seemed to tighten. "It's a curse in liquid form," Zilla explained. "The Greek god Hades created it."

"Hades is real?" Hiro asked.

Zilla nodded. "Exactly, and just like with you guys and your genderbent versions, there's more than once Hades. One is a blue-skinned, flame-haired sass master, the other, in my opinion, has a bit of an ego problem."

"Have you _met_ Snotlout?" Hiccup said with exasperation, holding Jack's head up a little to try and feed him mixed fruit. At least they wouldn't go hungry.

"Point taken."

"How can we lift this curse?" Anna asked. "Curses can be lifted, right?"

"There _is_ a way to lift this curse," Zilla said, sitting against the bars of the flytrap cage. "The first way is that has to prove himself worthy of regaining his powers. He drank the whole vial, so he mostly likely as mortal as the rest of us. Including me." He tapped the brace around his neck. "Well, powerless, anyway."

"Ye said 'first'," Merida said. "What be the other option, then?"

Zilla looked unsure. "True love's kiss."

At this, all of them looked at Elsa. Jack flushed, and with his skin tone change, it came as red rather than blue.

"Wha-? What are you looking at me for?" Elsa said, turning red from both the attention and them thinking of her as the first option.

"True love is the most powerful light magic in all the worlds," Zilla said. "It can break any and all curses with very few exceptions, if any. But if you're unsure yourself, then maybe it would best if we hold it off for now."

Elsa nodded. She'll admit, there was a charm about Jack that she couldn't shake off. Maybe it was because he was a lonely as she was, that he had powers over snow and ice like does. She liked him, yes, but love? She wasn't sure. She wasn't sure why it was a hard decision until she remembered that she only met him a few hours ago. Was it a few hours? It's felt like so much longer than that, a few weeks at most.

The doors opened. Zilla stood, immediately alert. Elsa tried again to pull her gloves off, but they were stuck on tight. Merida didn't have her bow, but nonetheless stepped forward.

Pitch Black entered the room. He grinned when he saw them. "Oh, what sorry heroes you are to be trapped in a cage made of nature," he said, running his hand along the head of a flytrap as if it were a pet.

"What do you want, Pitch?" Zilla said.

"Oh, I'm not the one who wants anything," Pitch said. "In fact, I have a little visitor for you." He waved his hands towards the doors and the shadow people pulled someone forward.

"Dad!" Hiccup stood up and ran to the bars. "Dad, are you okay?"

Stoick looked like an absolute mess. A tickle of blood fell from his head, and his beard look more tattered than usual. His skin was a bit pale, and he was having difficulty breathing.

"Ten minutes," Pitch said. The foliage of the cage made way, enough for the shadows to pull a weak Stoick forward, setting him inside before going back out and the cage closing again.

"Dad!" Hiccup ran forward, trying to help his father sit up against the wall. "Gods, Dad, what happened to you?"

"Here, let me help," Rapunzel said. She moved up to the other side of Hiccup and carefully took off Stoick's helmet, wrapping her hair around his head. When Stoick hissed, she said, "Sorry, sir."

"It's fine, lass..." Stoick said softly. "I appreciate this."

As Rapunzel sang her healing incantation, Hiro said, "What in the world happened to you? You're a big tough guy, what can get you low on the rocks!"

Stoick gave a soft chuckle before it turned into a cough. "The black-haired lass, Janet... She put me to sleep and made my nightmares a reality... The injuries I gained I suffered through in my dreams... She used something she called an 'aether' to do so..." **[1]**

Zilla frowned. "Aether?" He had never heard of such a thing before. Attacks were named Aether, yes, but not an object. "What did it look like?"

Stoick sat up once his wound on his head had healed. Some kind of poison must have ward off as well. "Some kind of black mass. She squished it in her hand and planted it on my arm." He lifted his arm, but nothing showed. "It's gone now, though."

"Dad..." Hiccup said a little hesitantly. "Not that I'm not glad to see you again, but why are you here?"

Stoick grunted as he reached behind his back. "I wanted to give this back to you." He pulled out a helmet. Hiccup's helmet.

"Be that the same one from yer movie?" Merida asked as Hiccup took it.

"Yeah, but... I thought I dropped it in the ring... Dad, how did you–"

"I got it before we came here..." Stoick said. "I've been holding on to it this whole time. I wanted...to give it back to you. To apologize for my actions...in the Great Hall...

Hiccup looked at the helmet in awe. All this time, Stoick wanted to apologize? Then why not do so at the beginning? Probably because he was too caught up in his anger. Hiccup looked at the helmet and his father for a moment before sighing.

_"You were a sub-standard dad, but the only one I had. I grew up hearing your constant screaming in the Hall."_ Gods know many times Stoick has fought dragon after dragon, and being a Viking and all, he had a serious temper near them. But still, making up for the lack of presence with the helmet made Hiccup feel better in a way. _"But when I look at this thing, it makes me wanna sing. Maybe you're not so bad a dad after all."_

Stoick liked hearing his son sing, he realized. His voice was a little high as he sang with his nasal pique, but it only reminded him of Valka even more. She liked to sing as well. _"When I began to compete, you stepped on all over my feet. With my inventions, you rejected me more than you should."_ Gods, what would Valka say if she were still here? Disappointment, no doubt. He always tried to protect Hiccup, but he only resulted in pushing his son away.

_"But when you gave me my first chance, I took it as a way to advance. I guess it's possible not every part of you isn't good."_ Hiccup gave a sheepish shrug at this part, silently telling him that even though he didn't want to go into dragon training, he still appreciated the thought that Stoick allowed him to. _"I know at times I would cringe like every time you would binge, and when you went out of your way with dragons and all."_ Stoick getting drunk was comedic sometimes, but he would ultimately be a bit outright on Hiccup. It made him feel more bad about himself when he talked about Hiccup and his mess.

_"But this piece of metal in my hand makes me finally understand."_ Hiccup was turning a little red now, his attention gathered by the others. He placed the helmet on his head and finished his song with,_ "Maybe you're not so bad a dad, not so bad a dad after all."_

Stoick chuckled, finally standing back up. He pulled Hiccup in for a hug and said, "I'm proud of you, son. I'm sorry it only took me this long to figure it out..."

Hiccup sighed peacefully, wrapping his arms around his father. "Thanks, Dad..."

"Time's up." Two shadows came in between them, pushing them away. Pitch stood outside, waiting. "You've said what you want. Get back to the others, Stoick."

"Dad!" Hiccup really didn't want him to go. Call it childish, but without Toothless around, Hiccup would feel much safer with the bravest Viking he knows of.

"I'll be fine, son!" Stoick said as he was taken away. He went through the vines, closing before anyone can escape. "You and your friends can save us all! Remember the big dragon in the movie?"

"But I haven't done that yet!" Hiccup said.

"But you will! If can do that, then I have no doubt you can best these dark forces!" Before Stoick can say anymore, the doors closed.

"What pity," Pitch said. "Oh, I do hope you forgive me. I don't want anything to happen to you father and all, but I can't make any promises."

"...you're full of crap, you know that?" Jack said, crossing his arms. "Like you actually care."

"That's true, I don't," Pitch said. He grinned. "Not that you'll be able to stop us." He laughed as he left the room, slamming the doors behind him.

"We have to get out of here," Jack said once he was gone.

"How?" Hiccup said. "I mean, everyone in this cell is practically powerless now. We need to what is that?"

Everyone looked on the direction Hiccup was pointing at. A haze of black fog came out of the seams of the rock ceiling, fazing towards the ground.

"What is that?" Merida asked, narrowing her eyes.

"I think it's a cloud," Hiro said.

"A cloud down here?" Rapunzel wondered.

The black fog came in a steady stream until it acted like a snake, slithering all over the cage in the air. "No one make a move," Zilla said. "We don't know what it is."

The fog stopped. Then it make a rapid break into the bars, straight towards Hiccup. Hiccup gasped as the cloud surrounded him, and as quick as it did, it disappeared.

"Hiccup?" Jack said warily. He reached forward with his finger to poke his shoulder. "You okay, dude? You're not filled with darkness or anything?"

Hiccup swatted the finger away. "Calm down, Jack. I need to hurry before they call me again."

Zilla widened his eyes. The voice was not Hiccup's. "Litwick?"

Hiccup turned to face the humanoid. "Zilla. I'm really sorry I did what I did. But I promise, I will try and bring them down."

"What's going on?" Anna asked. "Why does Hiccup sound like the fairy?"

"I'm borrowing Hiccup's body for a short while," Litwick said. "This was the only way I can communicate with you guys to warn you."

"Warn us?" Merida repeated. "Yer the blasted reason we're here in the first place!" She raised her bow over her head, completely dead of arrows.

Litwick caught it with his hands before it could hit him. "Calm down, Merida," he said. "If you use this on me, you'll be hitting Hiccup."

"Why should we trust you?" Hiro said. "You specifically said that we were in your way!"

"Mr. 5 is controlling me," he explained. "And not by my heart. By a dagger."

"Dagger?" Zilla repeated. "Wait a minute... You don't mean _the_ dagger, do you?"

"Is there any other?"

"Dagger?" Jack frowned. "What's so special about this dagger?"

"It's a special blade," Zilla said. "I've heard stories. It's said that its used to control the most darkest force in the worlds."

"One of the darkest forces," Litwick corrected. "There are other far more dangerous than the Dark One, i.e., me."

"Dark One? You're the Dark One?" Zilla's eyes widened. "But... What about that woman? I heard stories that the Dark One was a woman named Nimue **[2]**."

"She was the first Dark One," Litwick nodded. "I'm the second. Before I joined the GMAD, I went on a mission to gain at least a little bit of light. I was already a dark fairy, you see. But during my journeys, I came across a wizard and his apprentice. I helped him tether Nimue to the dagger, but when the wizard failed to kill her, I did. At this, I gained the Dark One's powers. Her darkness fuels my heart, but because I was already used to it, it didn't and couldn't take me over."

"And the dagger is now in your possession," Elsa said.

Litwick gazed at her for a moment before saying, "Exactly."

"He called you his brother," Rapunzel said. "Are you really brothers?"

Litwick hesitated. "Yes and no."

"Say what?" Hiro deadpanned.

"Mr. 5 is not my brother. theawsomest5, the body he's possessing, is."

"He's possessing a body?" Zilla repeated. "Wait a minute, all this time, the one we saw as Mr. 5 isn't even him?"

"The real Mr. 5 is a demon," Litwick said. "My twin brother died a long time ago. Mr. 5 resurrected him somehow and took his body. He took advantage of that to make me think that the darkness was worth embracing. But then I met someone who showed me the light."

"Who?" Anna asked. By this time, they were all sitting on the floor.

"Echo," Zilla said. "It was Echo, wasn't it? Fury?"

Litwick smiled, but because he was occupying Hiccup's body, it seemed like the Berkian heir was the one smiling. "Echo found me and told me that I could save my brother. Hell, Mr. 5 isn't even his real name."

"What is it?" Jack asked.

"His real name is Klubin. And he has a curse planned for you guys, and he wants me to cast it."

"He's going to force you to?" Rapunzel said nervously.

Litwick shook his head. "No, because he can't. This spell I have to do willingly, and he says that if I don't do it, then he'll start killing you all, starting with you're guys' friends and family." He gestured to the stone figures that were still on the ground. "I'm responsible for all this. I'm gong to be the one to fix it."

Zilla didn't say anything for a moment. "How, exactly?"

"I can't say. You'll want to find another way, but I promise that no one will be hurt."

"We can't even get out of here!" Merida cried. "Ye got a way?"

Litwick smiled again. "I do. But before I tell that, you guys should know this: the painting trapping your guys' dragons is hidden away in a different room of my home. I'm not sure where, but I promise that it's guarded by a dark force."

"Swell," Jack said.

Litwick ignored him. "Dream and Phoenix are okay, but they're still trapped. Bring Dream back by making Janet dormant. Calm her down. Bring Phoenix back by rubbing her lamp. Klubin has the dagger with him. Get it and I'll be on your side again. To get out of this cage, you guys need to..." He paused, looking over his shoulder at the blank wall. "He's coming back."

"What? Who?" Hiro looked around, but saw no one.

"Mr. 5 is calling me again," Litwick said. "I'll talk to you guys again soon once you break out. I promise I'll fix everything!" Hiccup's body lurched forward as he doubled over.

"Wait!" Elsa said, grabbing his shoulders. "How do we get out of here?"

"Elsa?" Hiccup's voice came from his body again. "What... What are you talking about? What just happened?"

Zilla sighed. "We're all gonna die."

* * *

><p><em>Smack!<em>

"Urgh... Why won't this open?"

"Hey! Hang on a minute! Wait for me!"

_Smack!_

"Come on! Open, already!"

"Wait a minute! Don't–"

_Sma-CRASH!_

"Whoa! ...um, hello? Anyone there? I can use some help here!"

"...you are such an idiot."

* * *

><p><strong>Songs:<strong>

**Heroes, Zilla, Mr. 5—"Story of My Life" by Fairytale Creatures from Shrek the Musical**

**Mr. 5 and Litwick—"Die in a Fire" by YouTube's The Living Tombstones**

**Hiccup—"Not so Bad a Dad" by Vanessa Doofensmirtz from Phineas and Ferb**

* * *

><p><strong>[1] A reference to <span>Haven<span>, a tv show adapted from Stephen King's "The Colorado Kid." Haven is a show with people having supernatural afflictions, and one of them, when whatever injuries you suffer in your dreams you also suffer in real life, is seen on the show. I recommend it if you want a good mystery and supernatural show, seasons 1 through 4 are available on Netflix**

**[2] This story will contain spoilers do season 5 of Once Upon A Time. As many viewers know, OUAT is split between two different story tellings. The first one is told in a present time, whether it take place in a magical land or not. The second is a blast from the past, revealing secrets about peoples' past. This story will delve more deeply into what occurred before the starting point of the show rather than what is going on in the show currently. Nimue (nim-ah-way) is an antagonist in the show, the first in a long line of Dark Ones. #DarkSwan**

**-Litwick723**


	3. The Mysterious Tower

_"Listen to your heart, you will understand."_

_-Grandmother Willow, Pocahontas_

_._

_"When I look at you, I can feel it. I look at you, and I'm home."_

_-Dory, Finding Nemo_

_._

_"The only thing predictable about life is its unpredictability."_

_-Remy, Ratatouille_

* * *

><p><strong>Unknown time<strong>

It was a strange thing to say that the only thing Litwick could see for miles at end was an infinite abyss. The bright colors made it seem like an endless lake of unicorns and rainbows. It was a bit sickening, to be honest.

But the abyss wasn't what he was interested in. No, he was more interested in the tall tower on the island, the only thing that occupied the entire space. The tower was a pale color of white with a blue roof. A door was at the base with steps leading to it.

Litwick felt uneasy. He wasn't sure if he was worthy of meeting such a powerful person. He's done so much in the past but it seemed like she was still raising hopes for him. As much as he hated to admit it, he wanted the hope.

Hope... That's what he felt like so many years ago... Had it really been so many years?

* * *

><p><strong>Years earlier<strong>

The forests were quiet. That's all he knew. The pine trees rose high above the sky. He could feel the life thriving from them. The life from the animals and inhabitants of the island. Maybe it would be best here. There were also dragons nearby, so it helped that he spoke their language.

Litwick made himself a decent home. He was one with nature and preferred to live in a treehouse, literally. He picked a tree and hollowed it out, with the tree's permission. He made it as high as he could, making a cot for himself and leaves sewn together by spiderwebs. He felt strangely effeminate living like this in nature, but at least he was isolated.

Or at least, so he thought.

A screech one day alerted him of a dragon nearing his home. The window he carved from his knife swung open and a small dragon came flying in. He flew in so fast that he crashed into the wall on the opposite side.

"Wodensfang?" Litwick said, looking up from cooking his dinner. He also made himself a makeshift kitchen in the tree. "What's up?"

The dragon trilled quickly at him.

"There's _what_?!"

* * *

><p>Litwick made his way down from the tree as quick as he could. He flew down and rolled over his back as he hit he dirt. He glided through the trees, unable to believe what he heard. <em>It can't be... They must be wrong!<em> He entered a cove he'd flown over multiple times before, and there it was.

A child. The little boy was no more than three years old, and he looked to be building a fire. He grabbed to sticks and tried to rub them together. The little boy had a mob of dark auburn hair, and he wore a green tunic with brown pants. He rubbed his nose, sniffling, then went on to his work.

Litwick slowly made his way down. What was a child doing here? Why wasn't he with his Viking family? There was a Vikings settlement nearby, he knew that. He stepped up to him and the boy turned around. He had green eyes, but they looked like they were stained red. He had been crying.

"It's okay, I'm not going to hurt you..." Litwick said softly. A decade earlier, he would've been lying. "Are you lost? Why are you alone out here?"

The boy sniffled. "I'm waiting for Daddy," he said softly.

He looked around. What was there to wait for? "How long have you been waiting?"

The boy thought for a moment, then he began to count on his fingers. "Three days. He said to wait here until he back."

"Three days?" He didn't understand this. This was just strange. Why was this boy left alone? Unless...he had been abandoned... Why would they do that? "What's your name?" Litwick asked as he kneeled down to his level, yet still towering over him. "Why don't you just go home?"

"Daddy said that I go home before he came back, I be in big trouble," the boy said. "Don't want to be in trouble."

Litwick's sighed. How would he explain to him that he could've been abandoned? "Tell you what," he said, "how about you come live with me for a while? We'll come to this cove everyday to see if your dad will come back, okay?"

The boy didn't say anything for a moment. "But what if he doesn't come back? What if he forgets about me?"

_He may already have,_ Litwick thought bitterly. "Then...then I'll take care of you," he said without thinking. "I'll help you grow up." _What am I saying?! I can't take care of a kid! But then...he doesn't know about my dark past...and he doesn't have to. Just for a while, until he's able to take care of himself. Yeah, how bad can this be?_

"Why are your eyes like that?" the boy said, standing up. He grabbed Litwick's head and leaned in. "They're so white, they look like the moon."

"It was from...an accident when I was younger," Litwick said. "I don't really like to talk about it. But what about you? Here, I'll introduce myself." He stuck his hand out, still kneeling. "My name's Litwick."

"I'm Hiccup!" the boy said happily, taking his hand. "It's great to meet you, Litwick! We can be good friends!"

* * *

><p>The spiral staircase did nothing to ease Litwick's nervousness as he climbed them. This man, who supposedly knew of Litwick's arrival, was to help him gain the light in his heart? How?<p>

At he passed the staircase, he passed by a walking broomstick. He had to double-check if he wasn't hallucinating before continuing on his path. A walking broomstick wasn't all that strange, but it was definitely unnatural, and by now, Litwick was used to the unnatural and mystical. It was just a bit surprising to see a walking broomstick carrying two buckets of water in its hands.

At the top of the spiral stairs were wooden double doors. He opened the left one, the door creaking as he stepped into the room. Inside was a long wooden table with a large seat behind it. The room was brightly colored with trinkets on the shelves and a window behind the chair. But in front of the table, with his back turned to him, stood a tall man in a blue robe. He showed white hair under a pointy blue hat.

"I have been expecting you, dark fairy," he said knowingly, his voice deep and commanding. He turned around and showed his face. He was an old man, and his eyes only had a black dot to show his pupils. The pattern on his hat showed two stars and a crescent moon, and the pattern seemed to glow white. "I am Sorcerer Yen Sid," he said, bowing. "It pleases me to assist you, your majesty."

"Majesty?" Litwick repeated, peeved at being called so. "I'm not royalty, old man."

"You and I both know that's not true," Yen Sid said, stepping around the table. Doing so revealed a crystal ball behind him. He sat in the chair and said, "But I didn't bring you here to talk about royalty. I brought you here to help you."

"And why would you want to help me?" Litwick asked, crossing his arms. He tapped his barefoot on the marble floor. It felt cold, but he didn't care. He'd felt colder than a floor.

"You have suffered a lost recently," Yen Sid said, gesturing to the crystal ball. An image began to form.

Curious, Litwick stepped forward to see the image. His eyes widened. He saw himself, Mr. 5, and...and...

He turned away, wanting to erase the memory from mind.

"I'm sorry for your loss," Yen Sid said, almost pitifully. "But I sense a hidden power within you, Litwick. You want to save your brother, and I think I can help you with that." He stood up and took a bag from a shelf. He shook the contents out of the bag and out fell seven small crystals.

Litwick picked one up and immediately recognized it. "Magic beans?" he wondered out loud.

Yen Sid nodded. "There are dark forces gathered in a few worlds," he said, turning to look out his window. All he saw were the pinks of the clouds surrounding the floating island. "The Heartless. They were taken care of long ago, but they've risen again." He turned back to Litwick. "They are as what they are called. They are the darkness that consumes people when it is too much for them to handle."

"If they were taken care of, then why are they back?" Litwick asked.

"Fear grew in great numbers the last few centuries and decades on some worlds," Yen Sid explained. "The dark souls took advantage of this fear, and the demon possessing your brother, Klubin, is commanding them in the worlds."

"Klubin?" Litwick said, astonished. "That's his name? The freak who's using my brother like some sort of puppet?"

"Indeed. Seven worlds have been locked away from us, and only one of matching darkness can enter and free them. Once these seven worlds have been freed, you'll gain another Soul Essence piece."

"Soul...? You know about my soul, then?" Litwick asked. "How it's split into pieces?"

In answer, Yen Sid reached into his robe and took out a glass jar. Inside was a white flame dancing around. "This one made its way to me many years ago," he said, passing the jar from one end of the table to the other. "I've been waiting to return it to its owner."

Litwick took the jar. He reached for the cork before he topped it off. The white flame inside flew out and surrounded him before it traveled up his nostrils. Litwick inhaled deeply before the fire went back inside the jar, and he quickly closed it. He shuddered as a chill traveled up his spine.

"Why me?" he asked. "What makes you think I can, or even _will_, help these worlds?" He crossed his arms and glared.

Yen Sid only chuckled. "I'm sure you'll understand why you were chosen for this," he said cryptically.

"Why don't you just tell me?" Litwick snapped, beginning to lose his patience.

"What, you think _I_ chose you?" Yen Sid said. "Oh, no, dear boy. Someone much more powerful than me chose you."

Litwick blinked. "Wh-what? Someone...else? Who?"

Before the sorcerer can say anything, there was a bright flash of white light. Preparing for an attack, Litwick was surprised to feel something in his hands, a handle of some sort. When the light faded, everything was as it should be.

Except for the giant key in his hand.

"The Kingdom Key..." Yen Sid said, almost astonished. "He was right, after all. You _are_ the next Keyblade wielder."

"Keyblade...?" Litwick looked up and down the giant key. He can feel a power coursing through his veins. This key had magic inside it. It was almost as long as he was tall, and the grooves that made the key a key was a crown. A chain hung from the handle on his side, two small circles atop one bigger one. "I can feel the magic."

"Exactly," the sorcerer said. "You see, Litwick, this Keyblade was used many centuries ago in other worlds. The young man who wielded it is now long gone, and his descendants have no need to worry about a crisis that is no longer their problem. But if the Keyblade had chosen you for this mission, then it seems that there is more light in your heart than you think. If the darkness overwhelmed you already, you would be nothing but a Heartless, or even worse, dead."

Litwick ran a finger over the blade. The metal was smooth and cold, and it looked like it couldn't even break down a wall let alone smite through evil.

"Just be glad it's not the Master Sword, or you'd be electrified!" Yen Sid said, chuckling at his own joke.

Litwick didn't say anything. Instead, he waved the Keyblade around experimentally and smiled. _Oh, I can get used to this_. He tossed it in the air and caught it with his other hand. "When do I leave?"

The sorcerer smiled. "Immediately."

* * *

><p><em>"Deep in the meadow, under the willow. A bed of grass, a soft green pillow."<em>

A soothing voice filled the air as two individuals lay underneath the shelter of a tree. Above them, thunder stuck as the younger one was startled, whimpering as the older softly ran his finger through his hair.

_"Lay down your head and close your eyes. And when they open, the sun will rise."_

As if on cue, the rain began to settle, but not stop, as the dark clouds parted to reveal a small ray of sunshine. The younger one sighed before he curled up into a tight ball into the older one's chest.

_"Here it's safe. Here it's warm. Here the daisies guard you from every harm. And here your dreams are sweet. And tomorrow brings them true. Here is the place where I love you."_

Once the little one was snoring, the older smiled before pulling the makeshift blanket of leaves up higher to cover him from the cold as the last of the sun vanished to be replaced with moonlight. The storm ceased completely and a few droplets of water landed on the smaller one's head. The older one wiped it away with a thumb before leaning down and placing a soft kiss to his temple. "Goodnight, son."

The younger one yawned, still asleep, and murmured, "Goodnight, Papa..."

* * *

><p>The magic beans were an easy mode of transportation. All the user had to do was think of a place and threw it to a surface—floor, water, wall, sand—and a portal would open. Yen Sid did this and told Litwick that when he found the locked keyhole to the world, the open door would lead him back to the tower for the next destination.<p>

Upon exiting the portal, Litwick found himself in a vast forest. He already liked this world, but he needed to remember about the dangers of the Heartless. He pushed past a bush and looked down before he made a noise of disgust.

Below him was some sort of diminutive man, a gnome, perhaps, in a equally sized bathtub. But the bathtub was not filled with water. Instead, it was filled with squirrels. Even worse, they were running in circles and he was using one as a soapbar under his armpit.. The small man noticed him and said, "This... This is normal for gnomes."

Litwick only managed a nod before he stepped back. As he walked away, he sighed. "I'm never going to get that image out of my mind..."

At that moment, something black made its way in front of him. The black creature was thin and lithe. It had yellow ovals as eyes and looked quite agile. And without even seeing one before, he knew it was a Heartless. The Heartless charged at him and Litwick was easily able to smite it. But the one was quickly replaced by two, then five, then an entire pack were slashing their claws and flinging their bodies at him. And it hurt for them being so small.

As he was thrown to the ground after blocking an attack with the help of a tree, he saw some of the forest animals and a few more gnomes scampering by. "Watch it, we're scampering!" a gnome said.

Litwick rolled over on his back after a rather large claw from a Heartless with armor on attacked him. It was bigger than the others, but still shorter than him. He held the Keyblade with both hands, panting. He was feeling weary, and even though he couldn't die officially, he wasn't going to just give up. He was never that kind of person in the first place.

He felt the mana of the Keyblade, and the point began to glow. "_Strike Raid_!" Litwick flew into the air, hovering, as he threw the Keyblade in a circular motion. The weapon acted as a boomerang, hitting a long ways before returning into his hand. Now there were less Heartless to deal with. "_Blizzara_!" Aiming for the larger Heartless, a torpedo of ice shot forward before shattering to prices as they made contact. There were only a few left. "_Firaga_!" A ray of fire burst forth, disintegrate the remaining mass.

Litwick panted for breath as the remaining ice extinguished the fire before a forest fire could start. The Keyblade vanished from his hand before he leaned against a tree. "That was...intense."

Before he can do anything else, a bag was put of his head and someone covered his mouth with a gag. His hands were bound and he was too confused to concentrate on escaping. But he felt that they were human hands and decided to give in. They actually thought they could keep him hostage.

And as he was being carried away while he thrashed, he heard a deep voice say, "It is unseen. Don't worry, boy. The Society of the Blind Eye will make you feel all better. It's what we do in Gravity Falls, after all."

* * *

><p><strong>Songs:<strong>

**? ? ?—"Rue's Lullaby" by Katniss Everdeen from The Hunger Games**

* * *

><p><strong>So much happening, so little time! There will be references to Kingdom Hearts as this story would take place after the entire KH storyline happens. It may not help since KH lll isn't out yet (I think?), but this is the general idea.<strong>

**And also, Gravity Falls, in case you don't know, is a paranormal-humor-family show on Disney XD about twins who have an epic summer solving mysteries in Gravity Falls, Oregon. Yes, the chapter containing this adventure will contain spoilers for the show, mostly for "Dreamscrapers." If you're not a fan or haven't watched the show, then be warned. If you are, #Weirdmageddon.**

**And just like any other KH game, we will explore worlds not only created by Disney, but also Dreamworks. There will also be two parts when the world will not pertain to any of these. They belong to a certain company I like to call "Nintendo." ;)**

**-Litwick**


	4. The Maze

_"Sometimes it's better to be alone."_

_"What do you mean?"_

_"No one can hurt you."_

_-Megara and Hercules, Hercules_

_._

_"We can make our own fate. We can fix this."_

_-Audrey Parker, Haven_

_._

_"Our greatest glory accommodates not in never falling, but in rising every time we fall."_

_-Ralph Waldo Emerson _

* * *

><p><strong>400 years ago<strong>

"You WHAT?!"

Though Mr.5 shouted at him with an unknowable rage, Litwick did not falter. He stood in front of his brother, awaiting whatever dark need errand awaited him. He was back in his own home, back at his island in this 'GMAD-verse' that otherwise had protection against those who used light magic and such. They both stood outside in the forests, the trees very similar to the forests he knew of years ago.

"You _idiot_!" What he didn't expect was the slap to his face. Litwick groaned, but otherwise made no move to hit back. He also didn't expect the demon to kick him while he was down on his stomach and back. "You're such a coward, you pathetic excuse of a dark fairy! Do you know what we had to go through for that pixie dust?!" Mr.5 brandished his knife and made an ugly cut at his neck, so much so that it began to bleed and the veins underneath could be seen.

Litwick felt weak. He hadn't felt this weak in a long time, not since...

He waved his hand over his neck and the wound glowed purple before it disappeared. Any spilt blood remained on his cloak. "Olivia wouldn't...want this."

"Olivia?" Mr.5 said incredulously. "That whore who died for loving you?" The next thing he knew, he had a knife embedded in his chest.

"You can say you want about me..." Litwick panted through clenched teeth. His white eyes turned black. "You can say what you want about the light... But calling the girl I loved, the girl my own mother killed, a whore is crossing the line!"

Mr.5 said nothing as he took the knife out of his body. He spotted a name branded on the hilt. _Olivia_.

_"Had enough, listen up, this is it, starting again."_ Mr.5 started to lean in in a menacing manner, and for the first time, Litwick felt wavered. _"Had enough, listen up, this is it, starting again. Don't you overlook the quiet ones, the ones who won't say, had enough, listen up, this is it, starting again."_ He began to look over him, his red eyes showing an evil that Litwick had only encountered once before. He pushed him back into the wall and Mr.5 clutched Litwick's face with his hands, making it so his lips would pucker. He whispered, _"You have too much time on your hands. It will force you to understand. This is my shot to recommend. Had enough, listen up, this is it, starting again."_

He gave a strange carnal growl at this, and this is when Litwick knew; this was not his brother. This was his morphed body, but the mind wasn't his.

_"You're so pathetic, you let it seep right into your brain." _Litwick did nothing as Mr.5 walked around him. He felt too weak to move, not that he could die._ "It's insane how much you feel the constant need to complain. It's insane how much you feel the constant need to complain." _He waved his hand and a rather thick book appeared in his hands. He shove it into Litwick's face. _"You've got your open book now, tell yourself, the one who won't say. Had enough, listen up, this is it, starting again."_

Litwick took the book in utter disbelief. Where did he get this book? It's contents were inconceivable, it was impossible. But it was all right here. The burning, the kidnapping, the ring, the curse, the Belt, the attack, the quest, the meeting. And perhaps most importantly, the leaving. Literally his entire life's story was a story.

_"You're so pathetic, you let it seep right into your brain." _Mr.5 lightly pressed his fingers against his temples before slaping him. _"The eyes are the window to the soul, the ears are the doorway to the goal. The lips are the fruit that we behold, the throat is the vessel to be told." _He walked away from Litwick before he turned around in a knowing and smug smirk. _"The heart is the handle of the old, the brain is the pathway of the bold. The skin is the jacket you were sold, the soul is the fire to the cold. You're so pathetic, you let it seep right into your brain."_

Before Litwick could do anything, Mr.5 used Litwick's own knife and plunged it into his arm. Litwick screamed in pain, but made no move to pull it out.

"I'll leave you alone for now," Mr.5 said. "But remember this, 'brother!' I _will_ have your heart, even if it's the last thing I do! Your death will be my victory!" He waved his hands and he disappeared in a cloud of red smoke. When it faded, so did he.

Litwick struggled to calm down. He was too hyped, too startled to think straight. He didn't even know what to think anymore! Then he saw a thin vertical line of white on the wall across from him. The line few bigger until it formed and arched doorway of light, and from the light stepped out a figure,

"Do you need any help?" a soft voice asked.

Litwick raised his head and saw a young girl walking to him. "Who are you?" he snapped bitterly. It was to tell who she was with a half-closed eye he realized he's gained.

"My name is Echo," she said. "Here, let me help."

* * *

><p><strong>Present day<strong>

At first, she thought it was a figment of her imagination. But as the creaking continued, Merida eventually asked, "What in lord's name is that?"

Jack sat up. "You hear it, too?" he asked. "It sounds like wood creaking. Listen."

They all silenced, not that they weren't a moment earlier, and sure enough, they heard the sounds of wood creaking. It responded with s crash in the distance, at a floor above them. Voices. Then a moment later, half of the ceiling caved in.

A layer of dust rose from the ground. Hiro coughed as he tried to peer through the bars. "What the heck just happened?"

"See?!" a girl's voice said. "I told you! Using your vampire powers like that weakened the floor enough to fall through it!"

"That was one time on accident!" a second voice, also female, said. "Besides, it's better than setting the whole building on fire!"

"Lantern?" Zilla stood up and warily made his way to the bars. "Lantern! Is that you?"

"Zilla?" A girl came stumbling out of the wreckage, coughing. She had long dark orange hair, black eyes with a reddish tint, a black marking under her eyes and on her cheeks, some red freckles, a brown satchel (a silver buckle on the strap hear her shoulder), a white dress shirt underneath a red and black jacket (front black, back red), the back had a black Jack-O-Lantern print, and had black jeans that almost covered up her white sneakers. She was also covered from head to toe in soot, making her body look an entire shade darker. "Oh, hey, Zilla!"

"You look...familiar," Rapunzel said. "Which is strange, especially coming from me." **[1]**

"Yeah, I get that a lot," Lantern said as she wiped the soot off her face. "My name is LanternLover23, but you can call me Lantern for short!"

"Or you can call her a mistake in shoes," the second girl said. A pillar of fire burst forth and a girl came out. This girl had short hair with red highlights, red t-shirt with a familiar Night Fury on it, a black jacket, black and red pants, and red high tops. "No offense, Hiccup."

"I don't even–" Hiccup started before Zilla interrupted.

"Who are you?" Zilla asked, pointing to the second girl.

"Name's Alyx, Alyx Night!" the girl said. "I'm half-Night Fury, half-firebender, and a whole lot of cuteness!" She winked at this.

"Also humble," Lantern said. "I met her on my way here."

"Litwick invited you to see the movies?" Jack said.

"Yep. I got lost, though. Then I found her as I passed over Hyrule."

"I got lost in the Gerudo Desert!" Alyx said, waving her hands like some kind of madman. Er, madwoman. "Litwick gave me a map of the worlds to get here and I got lost! Damn bastard gave me the wrong directions."

"Language!" Hiro said. "There might be children reading this!"

He recovered odd looks at what this.

"A-anyway," Anna said, turning away from the ravenhead. "Can you help us get out of here?"

"Why, what's wrong?" Lantern asked rather innocently. That's when she noticed the plants ever so slowly making their way towards both girls. "Oh."

* * *

><p>Mr.5 flicked his finger at Bunny's ear. He did it a few more times before he stomped on his foot. Then he pulled on his tail. No reaction.<p>

"These mind-controlling plants are genius, brother," he said to a fidgeting Litwick. "But as much as they're our obedient robots now, I need to know: why have you not crushed Elsa's heart?"

Litwick scoffed. "I don't love Elsa, Jack does."

"Hm..." Mr.5 paced around the table.

In the room, a separate room that might be called the kitchen, there was a single table with utensils scattered around. Bunny, Fergus, Stoick, and North stood as still as soldiers. Litwick was bound to the chair, and a small bottle with half of its contents gone say on front of him.

Mr.5 held up the dagger as he turned his back to him, leaning on the table. "How did you and Elsa meet?"

* * *

><p><em>It was about two years after I had to give my son up. I was going through the worlds, trying to find a new home. Again. Because of you, I was infamously known in almost all the worlds. It was a miracle I was able to get a single day to myself without mages and enchanters going after my head, and when they found out I couldn't die, then they feared me again. Eventually, I found an isolated mountain in a world I had never been in before. There was a village and castle at the base of the mountain surrounded by a fjord. I never went close to it, and they never came up. The air was too thin for them, or the trek was too treacherous. I don't really know the reason why, maybe they just had no need to.<em>

_After a few days, I eventually found a teenage girl, about 16 years old, wandering the forests. I immediately moved to go back to the tree I made my home in, but then I realized that this girl was barely dressed for the cold the mountain brought. Her bright hair, white, maybe, was in a bun on her head, and she wore only a nightgown. She had on slippers, and gloves, but that was it. It was crazy! This girl was wearing practically nothing, but she wasn't shivering even slightly. I was completely baffled. I remember getting closer to know why this was possible._

_As I neared her, she must've detected me and gasped when she looked through the trees. It wasn't really that hard to find me, I wore dark clothing in the white blanket that was the snow. But when she saw me, almost a storm began to pick up, and she began to run away._

_I called out to her, but she yelled back that she was too dangerous to be near. What did that mean? But to me, I meant that she wasn't scared of me. Well, yet. But I had no choice. If she continued on the path she was heading, she would fall off the cliff face up ahead. And there was no way she can see in the storm that had suddenly picked up. It was crazy; one minute there was only a small rainfall, the next it was as if a giant snowman were sneezing onto the mountain. I flew after her, and as I did, I realized that she might be the cause for this storm. That would explain what she meant when she said that she was dangerous._

_I flew after her with difficulty, and as I did, I saw her silhouette come into few of the storm. But as quick as I had found it, I lost it, the storm grew worse as I heard a scream. _She had fallen.

_As soon I reached the cliff, I dove straight down. It was much easier than trying to go against the storm. And as I flew down, I saw the girl. She probably had the air knocked out of her and passed out, as she had her eyes closed. I grabbed her arm and pulled her to me before we hit the ground, and as soon as I did, the storm stopped. The clouds remained and the snow suspended in the air, but it stopped. I carried this girl back to the forest and set her against a tree. I needed to get this girl help, was my first thought, but then I realized there was no need. She wasn't injured, which was a relief, but she wasn't cold. When I pressed the palm of my hand to her pale cheeks, they were warm. It was freezing out here, even I felt cold. Not that I could die from it._

_When she opened her eyes groggily, she saw me, once she did, she gasped and tried to leave, but I held her down. I asked her if it was her who started the storm, and if she was in control of her abilities. She hesitantly said that she wasn't and didn't know how. I told her that her fear was overcoming her. She needed to learn be careful, but she didn't know how. She said that she ran away from home because of this. Because she was a monster._

_I asked for her name._

* * *

><p>"Her name was Gertrude."<p>

Mr.5 turned around to look at him with a face of complete confusion. "What?"

"Of course it was Elsa, you idiot," Litwick deadpanned. "What level of stupidity are you in?"

"Shut your piehole and listen up: you _will_ crush Elsa's heart, the thing you love most. You _will_ cast the curse so your friends will be enslaved under my rule without ever knowing who they were and are. You _will_ do it of your own will. Understand?"

Before Litwick can snap back at him, something a few floors above them crashed to the ground.

"What the damn hell?!"

Litwick smirked. "Looks like the cavalry's arrived."

* * *

><p>"Litwick has a brother?" Lantern said. "Mr.5 is a demon?"<p>

"Yes, but we can discuss the rest of this later," Elsa said quickly. "We must flee and find a safe place to think."

"Look at you, thinking like the leader you are," Jack said. He picked up the discarded Ice Rod on the floor, trying to ignore the statue that was over it. "But yeah, we gotta go. Any ideas?"

"We can't get out through the doors, they'll see us," Hiro said.

Rapunzel looked thoughtfully. "Maybe if I can get up there, everyone else can climb on my hair."

"But how do we get there?" Merida asked.

Hiccup reached into his vest to take out the hazelnut bag he stored in its pocket. "Here, I got some rope earlier from some of Litwick's weeds," he explained. "We can make a lasso out of it and aim it at that pillar there." He pointed to a ridge sticking out with a sturdy stone at its end. "Then Rapunzel can climb."

"How can all of that rope fit in that bag?" Jack asked as Hiccup uncoiled the rope and worked on the lasso.

"Litwick explained that it's some kind of magic bag. You can store all kinds of stuff inside it."

"Let me see that," Alyx said, taking the bag. "Hm... Ah-ha! I knew it!" She pointed to a symbol on the bag where small ropes tied the bag. "Here! Tell me this isn't from Hyrule!" She shoved it in front of Zilla's face as he took the bag.

"Holy X-Men! This is the Triforce symbol! Where'd Litwick get this bag? They're really rare!"

"Um, excuse me," Anna said. "What's the Triforce? And where's Hyrule?"

"Hyrule is another world with magic," Lantern explained. "We've visited once or twice, but never really interfered with their lives. I mean, we only know one person who carries a fairy-space bag like this, but... When did Litwick meet Link?"

"More importantly, when?" Zilla asked. "But we can worry about that later. Hiccup?"

"I'm on it!" Hiccup said. "Okay, twirl, and..." Hiccup twirled the rope over his had for a few seconds before he threw it as hard as he could into the air to the pillar. Unfortunately, it only rose about a foot in the air before it fell to the ground. "Seriously?"

"Watch and learn, wee lamb," Merida said, taking the rope. She twirled it over her head and threw it into the air. The rope barely made it to the pillar, and after a small shake and tug, was secure.

"Maybe next time?" Hiro offered to a pouting Hiccup as Rapunzel and Alyx climbed the rope. Rapunzel was very good, especially.

Once Rapunzel was up, she lowered her hair as Alyx coiled the rope once more.

"Why don't we all take the rope?" Elsa asked as she got up. It was difficulty for her as she's never climbed rope before, but she managed to be steady.

"Because Rapunzel's hair is thicker and easier to get a grip on," Jack answered underneath her. He was used to heights, and climbing ropes was a piece of cake. He looked down as the ground got smaller, and eventually looked up to see his progress. As soon as he did, however, he yelped and almost lost his grip.

"Jack?" Elsa asked once she stood by Rapunzel's side. "Are you okay?"

"Yeah!" Jack answered rather too quickly. "Yep! I'm, uh, jus-just fine. I was...disturbed for a moment, is all." _I can't believe I just looked up Elsa's dress! It was an accident, though, so no harm, right?_

As soon as everyone was up, with Hiro having difficulty as he realized he was climbing hair, Zilla took into their new surroundings. "That's weird... I don't think I've been in this room before..."

This room had trees as walls and fireflies and other insects idly going by. It was practically some sort of forest. Three doors let into the room, and the room had another hole similar to the one next to them. "What the heck happened up there?"

"Oh! Heh heh," Lantern said nervously. "Well, um... You see, I–"

"She was hitting the roof and fell through it," Alyx said. "You're still an idiot."

"Why didn't you guys go through the front entrance?" Zilla asked, gesturing with his thumb to the room below.

"There's a front entrance?" Lantern asked incredulously.

"The maze, you idiot!" Zilla said, shaking her shoulders so hard that she was blubbering. "You need to get through the maze to get in here!" He was leaning in so close that his nose was practically pressed to hers. When he saw how close he was, he quickly let go and stuttered. "Uh, s-sorry about that." Was that a tint of red on his cheeks?

"No, it's fine," Lantern said. She put her hands behind her back and awkwardly balanced on the heels of her foot. "Guess I kinda am an idiot."

"And I would like to point out that this is my first time here," Alyx said, "so I did not know this entrance existed in the maze."

"By the way, how did you even meet Litwick?" Zilla asked.

"That's actually a good story. You see–"

"Hey, guys!" Anna said. "Why's that blue gem floating in the air?"

The three of them turned their attention to where the heroes were all gathered. At the other side of the room, opposite of the doors, was a blue gem. It was small and perfectly round and smooth as a sphere. It looked like a simple blue ball. It stood on a stone pedestal, but it wasn't even touching it. It floated a few inches above the stone.

"Don't touch it!" Lantern shouted, throwing herself onto Hiro as he reached his his hand out. "We don't know what it is! It might be some kind of trap!"

"Okay, okay, I get!" Hiro strained. "Just get off me, I don't think my arm's supposed to bend that way!"

After the debacle, they decided to head together as a group again. "So to recap," Zilla said as he opened the door to a hall, "we need to get back your dragons from the painting, find a way to separate Klubin from the dagger, get Klubin out of Mr.5, and restore everyone downstairs to their flesh-based states." The door closed behind them.

"Can we get a cheeseburger or something? I'm starving." Sure enough, when Jack placed a hand on his stomach, it have a growl that could rival Toothless'. "Gods, how do people get through this?"

Hiccup reached into the fairy bag again and took out a banana. "Here's some more food."

"Thanks," Jack said. As he peeled the banana, he said, "I'm not a fruitarian, though, there's gotta be more to eat! Does Litwick have a kitchen or something?"

"At the bottom floor," Lantern explained. "It's next to his library."

"Did you say library?" Anna said.

"How many floors does this place have?" Merida asked. "And where in the bloody hell are we? Are we in another world in some sort?"

"Sort of," Lantern said. "I guess you can say that this is the 'GMAD world.' All the members of the GMAD, along with the various magic users who aren't, live in this world. Litwick lived on an island he calls Crown Heart Island. Huh. I guess this is why he calls it that. I don't get the frown part, but..."

"How well do ye even know him?" Merida asked again.

"He never talked much about his past," Zilla said as he opened the door at the end of the hall. "He once mentioned a sister to me, a girl named... What the heck?"

The room they entered was the exact same as the one before. The holes were gone, though, and there were bugs in the room that made the forest walls more lively. The blue gem was at the opposite side of the room. The two doors to the left were unopened.

"But... We just left this room! Didn't we?" Elsa asked.

"Oh, great. It's another maze," Zilla said. "We have to go through the doors in a certain order to find the real exit. The higher the number in the group, the more difficult the paths."

"What are we going to do?" Rapunzel asked as she clutched her newly braided hair.

Alyx made a fireball in her hand that illuminated the room even more. "We gots no choice. We have to split up."

"Gots?"

"Don't judge me, Frost."

Zilla sighed. "I hate to do it, but splitting up is the best idea. It'll be easier to go undetected and we'll get through the door-maze easier."

"Who with who?" Hiro asked. "I don't know about you, but I don't think I want to be with Red."

Zilla thought about this. His tail twitch slightly as he did. "I got it. We'll split into three groups. Hiro, Lantern, and Anna, you're with me. Alyx, you take Rapunzel and Merida. Jack, Hiccup, and Elsa will be our third group."

"What if we run into more of the shadow people?" Hiccup asked.

"Or Mr.5!" Rapunzel added.

"Not to mention that Pitch can summon these Fearlings, these nightmare sand things," Jack said, flexing his fingers as he made a motion of squeezing something into a ball.

"You can use the Ice Rod, Jack, and once you figure out to get the gloves off Elsa, literally, she can use her magic. Merida, you and I are good at combat, and I know that Lantern can take care of herself-ish (Hey!), and based on what I've seen from you, Alyx, you'll help Merida."

"I just met you people and I'm already fighting for my life," she said. "Awesome!"

* * *

><p>Litwick groaned as Echo bandages his arm. The old scars form cutting himself never truly went away, and with the ones he gained from Mr.5, it just causes him great pain.<p>

"Sorry," Echo said. "The Dark Blood used against you is strong enough to physically harm you, as you can see."

Litwick pulled away from her as soon she let go. "I didn't need your help."

"But I wanted to," Echo said. "I can use someone like you in my team, Litwick. You're very powerful, and your older than any of us."

"What, this GMAD thing you told me about?" Litwick said. "No thanks, the light and dark have given me enough problems. I'll stay in between, thanks." He sat on a rock, turning his back to her like an immature child. In some ways, he still was.

"You of all people know that there is no in between," Echo said. "The GMAD could give you a chance to become someone knew, to try and find love again like you loved Olivia, and she, you. Think about it, if you had the chance to become someone else, who would you pick?"

"I don't have to answer to you," Litwick snapped.

"If you don't answer for your own sake, do it for Olivia," Echo said. "Seriously think about it. If you had the choice to do it all over again, to become what you weren't, what would it be?"

For Olivia. Litwick missed her so much. For so long he's searched for a way to bring back the dead, or to physically go to the Underworld and see her physical body. But he gave that up when his brother—no, when Mr.5—came back into his life. Then the light was extinguished.

Or so he thought.

Litwick turned his head to see Echo still waiting for an answer. He sighed. He tossed his hands up in a tired manner and said, _"I guess I'd be a hero, with sword and armor clashing, looking semi dashing, a shield within my grip."_ He thought back to the worlds he'd been through, such young or older men looking so. He was definitely not good-looking, for one, his ears were curved to look pointed, his raven hair was shriveled and undone, and his eyes were as empty as his soul, literally.

Then he thought back to one specific world he visited once in search of dragon's blood. _"Or else I'd be a Viking and live a life of daring," _he said, facing the stars of the night. Echo gave a smile at this, as if he said some form of joke. Litwick didn't notice it. _"While smelling like a herring, upon a Viking ship. I'd sail away, I'd see the world, I'd reach the farthest reaches." _Flying was good and all, but to feel the wind on your face while not having to physically move was something else entirely._ "I'd feel the wind, I'd taste the salt and sea. And maybe storm some beaches. That's who I'd be. That's who I'd be."_

It would be a lie if Litwick said he wished he didn't want to live an ordinary human's life. He was only half-human, after all, from his father's side, and thought back to the childhood career he wanted back when he still had not awakened his powers.

_"Or I could be a poet and write a different story, one that tells of glory, and wipes away the lies." _Oh, what bliss it was to see the glowing dots of the stars tonight. Every time he would look up at them, Litwick saw the same thing Olivia would at her darkest times: hope. _"And to the skies I'd throw it, the stars would do the telling. The moon would help with spelling, and night would dot the 'I's."_ He remembered making her laugh at stupid puns he would make, he remembered making her feel loved when her father didn't, he remembered saving her life. _"I'd write a verse, Recite a joke, with wit and perfect timing. I'd share my heart, confess the things I yearn, and do it all while rhyming."_

Then he remembered what he truly was: a monster. _"But we all learn. But we all learn."_ He turned back to Echo, who had been patiently waiting for him. "Dark fairies always hide," he said. _"Dark fairies' fates are known. Dark fairies always stay in the dark and all alone."_

He began to think of the 'what if's. What if, all those years ago, he had never shut his brother out from hate? What if he never committed patricide all those years ago? What if he grew to become king of the land? What if he had never met Olivia, or his birth mother, or traveled the lands? Would he get his wish?

_"So yes I'd be a hero, and if my wish was granted life would be enchanted, or so the stories say." _He thought back to the reason he both lost and gained the darkness in his heart. _"Of course I'd be a hero, and I would scale a tower and save my olive flower, and carry her away. But standing guard would be a beast, I'd somehow over whelm it. I'd have my girl, I'd take my breath, and I'd remove my helmet." _Oh, what he wished to rewind the clock and become what he was once again. Or better yet, move forward to a new life. _"We'd stand and stare, we'd speak of love, we'd feel the stars ascending. We'd share a kiss, I'd find my destiny, I'd have a hero's ending. A perfect happy ending, that's how it would be. A big bright beautiful world! ...but not for me."_

_"You're all alone..." _Echo said as she placed a hand sympathetically all on his shoulder. _"I understand you'd be a hero, and if your wish was granted your life would be enchanted, or so the stories say. Of course you'd be a hero and you would scale a tower to save your olive flower and carry her away!"_

The both of them said in sync, _"A perfect happy ending, that's how it should be...!"_

_"...but not for me..."_

Litwick couldn't stand it anymore. He stood up and reached into his best pocket: a magic bean. He threw the bean to the ground, and before Echo could say anything, he fell forward. He didn't jump, he didn't throw himself in. He just stood with his feet just a few inches from the portal before he just leaned forward and let gravity do its thing.

When he opened his eyes, he found himself on the forest floor. He saw trees above him and the sounds of animals around. He sat up and found himself in a cove of some sort. He easily climbed out, his wings aching too much to fly. He continued to walk for well over an hour until he came came across a cliff side and overlooked the sea. Below, he saw a village with ships pulling in. He smiled.

"Just because I'm not a Viking," he said, "doesn't mean I can't live a life of daring in a Viking world."

**_"Pfft. Viking or not, you humans are all the same."_**

Litwick turned and saw a small dragon near him. It couldn't be any bigger than a watermelon. "Shut up, you reptile," he said.

* * *

><p><strong>Songs:<strong>

**Mr. 5—"Pathetic" by Five Bolt Main**

**Litwick and Echo—"Who I'd Be" from Shrek the Musical**

* * *

><p><strong>[1] A joke to point out that other people have done movie-watching fics, one including being LanternLover23.<strong>

**And here we have two new authors! Alyx Night has some good fics, though they're all rated M for a reason, just as a heads up.**

**As for LanternLover, her fics are more kid-friendly. She has more stories revolving around the GMAD-verse, and they're very comedic.**

**And if you haven't read Litwick723 Origins yet, I suggest you do. There were a few references to the story in this chapter, and more importantly, some parts later in the story may or may not make since depending on how you take it. I don't know, I'm tired.**

**-Litwick723**


	5. Before Night at Freddy's

_"Every story ever told can be broken down into three parts. The beginning. The middle. ...and the twist."_

_-R.L. Stine, Goosebumps_

_._

_"I understood that reference."_

_-Steve Rogers, Marvel's The Avengers_

_._

_"Are we-? Should we-? Uh- (whispers) Are we gonna kill this teddy bear?"_

_"How, huh? We shoot it, burn it?"_

_"I don't know. Both?"_

_"How do we even know that's gonna work? I mean, I don't want some giant, flaming, pissed-off teddy on our hands."_

_–Sam and Dean Winchester, Supernatural_

* * *

><p>Jack whistled as they entered yet another room similar to the others. "Jeez, this is, what, the fifth time we've entered?"<p>

Hiccup sighed heavily as he leaned on the wall. "I'm starting to get tired," he said. "Gods, I've walked longer, but I've never felt so tired before."

"I hope Anna's alright," Elsa said. "You've seen how she is, she can be a bit eccentric sometimes."

"I'm not sure how to feel about that," Jack said. "I mean, I don't have a sister. I least, not one that I remember."

"Remember?"

At the other side of the room, Hiccup was examining the blue gem. He decided to leave the two of them alone for now.

Jack sat on the floor, and Elsa joined him. "I didn't know at first, but before we were all brought here, I found out that I wasn't always a spirit," he explained. "I found out I actually had a life before all this, but I just don't remember it."

"Before you were a spirit?" Elsa confirmed.

"Exactly. I was human. I guess... I guess I looked like this back then." He looked at his hands and pulled the hair over his eyes. "I can't believe I'm saying this, but blue is not my color right now. ...I spent three hundred years by myself the day I came out of that pond. The other spirits were there, like North and Bunny, but they really weren't around for small talk all the time. Then... Well, then I wound up having to stop Pitch Black, the Boogeyman, after I was chosen to be a Guardian."

"And these Guardians," Elsa said. "What exactly do they guard?"

"The hearts of the children," Jack explained. "Their-their belief, I guess you can say. I've seen what happens when a spirit stops being believed in. They die. It almost happened to Tooth. See, what Tooth does is that her fairies take the teeth that kids leave under heir pillows. These teeth hold the most precious memories that children have. When the teeth weren't taken from the kids, the woke up to find them still under their pillows. They began to doubt she existed. But thanks to rest of us, we began to restore the belief in her. But..."

He launched into the entire story. About Jamie. About the tooth run around the world. About the voice he heard. About how Pitch tricked him. About how Bunny was no longer believed in. About how Pitch broke his staff. About what he was doing before he arrived here.

When he was done, Elsa unexpectedly warped her arms around his neck. They were still sitting, somElsa had to twist at a comfortable angle to reach around. After a moment, Jack smiled and wrapped one arm around her neck, patting her shoulder.

"I'm sorry you had so long alone," she whispered.

"Nah, it's fine. I'm fine," Jack said. "You wouldn't understand, though. I mean, your a queen of your own country! You probably have servants at your hoof and mouth."

"I don't know what that means, but it's actually not true," Elsa said sadly, sitting back against the wall. "It's just... When..." She looked down.

"Hey." Jack turned on his knees to grasp her hands in his. "You don't have to tell me if I don't want to. But FYI, it helps to talk about it. Especially to people who care about you." He brought her hands to his lips to give them a small kiss.

Elsa felt really hot for some reason.

"Back when I was a little girl, Anna and I used to have snowball fights in the ballroom," Elsa said. "Almost every night, and during the day, we would make snowmen in our room, mostly various versions of Olaf. But one night, I accidentally hit Anna with my powers. My mother and father took us to the trolls, in the mountains, and they removed the memories of magic from Anna's head, where I hit her. She didn't remember my powers because of that. After that, my parents thought it would be best if they separated me from Anna."

"What?" Jack said, disbelieving. "That's crazy! One accident and you're suddenly too dangerous to be in the same room with your sister?"

"But they were right to do it," Elsa said. "I became scared of myself. My entire room would be covered in ice and wouldn't thaw out for days."

Then she launched into her story. Anna's plead to build a snowman. Her parent's death. Her coronation. Her accidental reveal. Running away. Letting it go. Anna finding her. Arriving here.

"You lived behind closed doors all your life," Jack said when she was done. "So have I. We wanted to open our doors, but it was impossible. Maybe..." He placed his hands on hers again. "Maybe we can try together?"

Elsa looked up into his eyes. They weren't the bright blue she came to know, but they still showed the same compassion they did before. And his face was _really_ close. She began to lean in when–

"GUYS! RUN!" Hiccup ran to them, not seeming to realize what he has interrupted. "We gotta move!" Now!"

"What's wrong?" Jack said, standing up and holding up the Ice Rod. Then he saw it.

At the back of the room, a hidden panel had opened up. And pouring out of the panel was a black sludge. The sludge bubbled as it began to flow to them.

"Go! Go!" He quickly helped Elsa up and gave her a small shove to the doors. "Head for the third door!" Opening it, Jack froze their side of the door to block the sludge from advancing. But instead, the ice only melted as soon as the sludge touched it. "Oh, fudge," he groaned.

He entered the next room, but was surprised to be greeted with not the same room as before, but a set of stairs on the left and right. Hiccup looked from the floor above and said, "Jack, come on!"

Jack followed them up the stairs, blasting at the food and head of each stair as he went up in attempt to slow it down. "Where are we going!" he called up.

"I don't know!" Hiccup called down. "There's a door here, but it's locked!"

Jack made it up to them and pulled the handles of the doors. He hit the middle opening with the blunt end of the Rod, but it didn't work.

"Jack!" Elsa cried.

The sludge reached the stairs. It began to seep into the floor to their feet. "Don't let it touch you," Jack said. "It can thaw ice."

The three of them leaned against the wall as far as the could, the sludge only a few inches away from their feet. But all at once, it stopped. The sludge began to back away, it began to drain somewhere.

"I think it's ran out," Elsa said. She carefully stepped her heel on the black skin that covered the ground. "It's safe."

Hiccup sighed as he leaned over the black railing, watching the sludge drain back to the floor. "Sorry," he said after a moment of silence to catch their breaths. "I stepped on a switch and the sludge began to poor. Sorry. Gods, Five is right, I really am useless." _Whack!_ "Ow! What was that for!"

"For being an idiot," Jack said. He waved the Ice Rod at him menacingly, as if he would hit him with it again. "It doesn't matter whether you're useless or not, what matters is that you try. A stupid, arrogant, and baby-ish teenager in my world once said—and I can't believe _I'm_ saying it—to never say never. Never admit to yourself that you'll never be useful, never think you'll never fit in, never act as if you'll never be part of a group. In my world, conceit is a rising problem every year, and some people have ruined other's lives just for the sake of a greater reputation. Be glad you don't have that kind of luxury in your world, Hiccup. All people may care about is being the best, but at least they maintain to themselves. Look at me; I was invisible for three hundred years, and suddenly I have believers that are also my friends."

"I'm your friend?" Hiccup asked disbelievingly.

"Yes." He smacked him upside the head with his hand.

"Ow! Okay, what was _that_ for?"

"For setting off the trap. Idiot."

As the two teenagers burst out laughing, Elsa stayed back a bit. She came to realize that she loved Jack, as absurd as it sounded compared to what she told Anna about marrying a guy that she just met. Although, she wasn't marrying him, was she? No, it was just a feeling that rose to her. She's seen the way he connects with the children like Jamie and Sophie, the way he comforted Hiccup just down. He would be a good father, she decided. But what would happen if all this were over? They lived in two completely different worlds, there was no way a relationship would work out. Did Jack even feel the same way as her? Or was she being delusional? It didn't matter, but she knew he cared for her, he told her himself. But still, it may be best to close of those feelings... Just like she did when she was younger. _Conceal, don't feel. That's the story of my life._

"So," Jack said, turning back to the locked door. "How do we get through this?"

"How about we insert the Ice Rod where it says 'Insert Ice Rod Here'?" Hiccup suggest, pointing to a higher spot above the door. Sure enough, there was a long, horizontal spot that looked like it would fit the Rod.

"Oh." Jack gave an embarrassed chuckle as he reached up above the door to slide in the weapon. As he did, the doors clicked.

Jack, Hiccup, and Elsa walked down a brightly lit hallway. The hallway had cobblestone as a path, unlike the earth garden from the pervious rooms, and the bottom half of the walls, reaching to Hiccup's chest, was stone, while the rest was mirrors.

"It's like we're in some kind of maze of mirrors," Hiccup said. "It feels like there's supposed to be a room right next to us." He paused and lagged behind for a moment, staring at his reflection. He leaned forward when something caught his attention near his face. His eyes widened.

"...so what you're saying is, is that when I'm asked who my favorite composer is, I say that he's Bach?" Elsa asked Jack, her arm around his.

Jack nodded. "Yeah. He's a great pianist, and although he may not exist in your world, he's renowned enough to deserve credit elsewhere."

Elsa nodded. "Okay. But why is he Bach?"

"What do you mean?" Jack stopped to face her. "I mean...he's dead, I don't really know..."

"He's 'Bach' from the dead?" Elsa asked confusingly.

"His _name_ is Bach!" Jack said. He groaned and placed his hand over his eyes. "I swear, when this is all over, I'm going bring you to my world and... Where did Hiccup go?"

"Hm?" Elsa turned around and felt uneasy. "But wasn't he just–"

"AAAHH!" A scream sounded into the air, and both Jack and Elsa ran back the direction they came. They rounded a corner and saw Hiccup turning around wildly, as if someone were glaring at him in all directions.

"Hiccup, what's wrong?" Jack said, lifting the Ice Rod just in case.

"Th-the reflections!" Hiccup said, head spinning wildly side to side. "Th-they blinked! I s-saw my reflection blink!"

"World's shortest ghost story," Jack muttered. But looking at the reflections, he stared at himself for a moment before saying, "We should probably move. I don't see anything wrong, but I think we should keep going," Jack said.

The three of them continued on their way, finally leaving the mirrors behind much to Hiccup's relief. They eventually found a door with an odd engraving on it. Two giant, thin F's were on opposite sides, the one of the right facing backwards. In between the two, Jack couldn't tell of the first he first letter was an M or N, or if the second was an A or upside-down V. The entire door looked old as opposed to the clean hallway and stone floor. While it's all bright, the door looked like something from a horror movie.

"Well, that's disconcerting," Hiccup said. He reached forward and opened the door. He poked his head inside, and after a moment, he said, "All that's in here is some kind of box with a square light inside it."

"A what?" Jack pushed the door open all the way all to see inside. The room was equally even, a square, and it was dark. Graffiti and black markers scratched the tiled wall. The only thing inside was an arcade console. "It's an arcade game."

"A what?" Elsa asked as she looked around. She saw something written on the ceiling. Looking closer, she saw that it read 'IT'S ME.' In fact, she saw that it was everywhere.

"These come from my world, and I guess Hiro's, too," Jack explained he looked up to get a closer look at it. Some kind of logo was on the head of the console, but it was too warped to be legible. The screen showed pixels of what looked like to be a boy following a bear around some kind of food environment. The boy was taken to a room that promptly closed and the bear revealed to be some kind of purple man. What he saw next he didn't want to describe. "What kind of game is this?"

Hiccup tapped the screen. "These things are common in your world?" he asked.

"Pretty much," Jack answered. "Kids use them a lot, mostly in places like pizzeria restaurants. But..." He ran his hand on the bare console desk and the front. "There's no joystick or buttons, and no place to put in a quarter to start the game. What kind of console is this? And why is it here?"

Elsa gasped when she heard a creaking sound. She turned around and saw the door. "Jack! The door's closing!"

"What?!" Jack turned around, and as soon as he did, the door slammed shut and it was barricaded by a second door that slammed down, like some kind of security door. Jack pounded his fists to it, but it didn't move. "Crap! We're trapped!"

Hiccup kneeled in front of the door and ran his finger on the seam at the bottom. "Did we trigger some kind of trap?" He pulled his pencil out of his pocket and tried to stick it under the door to no avail. "Aw, Hel."

"Um, Jack?" Elsa said nervously. "There's an awful lot of green lightning coming from the game. Is that natural?"

Jack turned around and and frowned. Green lightning crackled around the console box. And more than one image appeared on the game, showing various pixelated animals. A fox, a rabbit, a bear, and some kind of chicken?

The next thing he knew, a bright light enveloped the room and he blacked out.

* * *

><p>The first thing Jack heard when he gained consciousness was a phone ringing. It sounded like an old phone with an old-school ringtone. It was difficult to move at first, as the ringing stopped. He opened his eyes and sat up, seeing that he was in some kind of security office. A monitor was on the wall above a desk. The desk had posters of some place, a rotating fan, a phone, and a remote. Looking around the room, the office had two large doors similar to the one that shut them in the previous room. They had two buttons next to each them. The red button read 'DOOR' and the white button read 'LIGHT.' Using the Ice Rod to help himself up, he walked over to the door and pressed the red button. After experimenting a few times, he saw that there was a dimly lit hallway making a turn to a left. The right side was the same, but with the hall leading right.<p>

Jack took a seat at the office chair. Where the heck am I? I hope we're not where I think we are. And more importantly, I hope the others are alright. Maybe I can use the security cameras to check if they're here. He grabbed the remote and saw that it also included a small screen. The screen had an aerial view of what may be the building, with lines signaling halls and rectangles signaling rooms. One of the rooms was highlighted and the screen above him showed some kind of curtain with a sign that read 'OUT OF ORDER.' The screen said that this place was Pirate's Cove, equivalent to 'CAM 1C' on the remote.

Jack pressed the left key and went on to the next room. Looking at the map again, he saw a glowing dot with the word 'YOU' above it. Well, at least he knew where he was. He kept looking through the rooms. CAM 3 showed an empty broom closet. CAM 2B showed a hallway with a flickering light. CAM 2A showed another hall with wires. CAM 1B showed a table with party hats. But among the had lay two familiar figures. Jack ran out of the room, pressing the button for the door to exit. He went out the West Hall and found himself in the Party Room. Sprawled on the tables were Hiccup and Elsa.

"Hic! Els! Are you guys okay?" He carried Hiccup in his arms, as he was lighter, and set him on the table adjoining Elsa's. "Guys?"

Elsa groaned as Hiccup coughed, but they both looked just fine. Elsa looked around and saw how dark it was. "Wh-what? Where are we?"

"I think we're in the game," Jack said. "Man, I thought this was just Science-Fiction, but I guess it'd be real."

"Wait, we're in the game?" Hiccup clarified. "Like, if I were to read a book, then I would become a part of the book's story and plot?"

Jack snapped his fingers at his direction. "Yes! Just like that! Based on the movies and TV shows I've seen, we're going to have to either beat the objective of the game or wait for someone on the outside to get us out. Based on our current position, I think the first option is the only one we have."

"Jack?" Elsa called, rather softly.

"We need to figure out what to do. I think we're only limited to this building, which means we've got to find out what we need to do in here."

"Jack–"

"But what if we try to find a way out, instead?" Hiccup asked.

"Jack–"

"No, that won't work. Look, see? This maps shows were we are, and rooms, but not exits. There aren't any."

"Jack–"

"Why would they make this building without exits?"

"Jack–"

"To keep the player trapped in here. Maybe–"

"JACK!" Elsa shouted, finally gaining their attention. "Look! At that stage!" She pointed at the stage at the back of the room. There, there were three figures, but on closer inspection, they were only robots, like Baymax. But what she was really pointing to was what was behind the robots.

"The painting!" Jack exclaimed. "Great job, Els, you found the painting with you dragons!" Before he can stop himself, he wrapped Elsa in a hug and placed a kiss on her cheek. He went along his merry way as Elsa flushed red. "This is a piece of cake!" Jack said as he walked past the tables to the painting on the wall. A single spotlight covered it. "We just need to get the painting and play the game, then we'll be free!"

But as soon as Jack reached the stage, another spotlight lit up. This one landed on the figure in the center, that looked like a bear with a bowtie and hat. He also had a microphone in one hand. "_Hey, everyone!_" the bear said in a deep and cheerful voice.

"Yow!" Jack was so surprised that he stepped back.

Hiccup gasped. "They're alive?!" he shouted.

"Guys, calm down," Jack said. "This is probably part of the game. We just need to talk to them and maybe we'll do a quest or two, and they'll give us the painting."

"They?" Elsa repeated.

A second spotlight turned on to the duck-chicken robot. This one looked effeminate, with a bib over her and an orange beak with a cupcake on her hand. "_Hello, boys and girls!_" it said in a female voice.

A third spotlight landed on a purple bunny with long ears and a guitar on his hands. "_Hi, everybody! Hu-hu-hu-huh!_" He had the most goofiest voice out of the three.

Elsa frowned. "Was that bunny trying to laugh?"

"It sounded like Baymax when he was low on battery," Hiccup said, tapping his ringers on the table. By this point, they had all sat down close to the stage. "They're probably malfunctioning a bit."

"_Welcome to Freddy Fazbear's Pizza!_" the bear said.

"_I'm Chica. Let's eat!_" the duck said.

"_I'm your bes-s-st friend, Bonnie Bu-Bu-u-unny here!_"

Jack shuddered. "You know, with this low light and the stuttering Cottontail, they look really creepy."

The bear spoke again. "_And everyone knows me, Freddy Fazbear! Hehehehehe!_"

Elsa felt uneasy. This game was meant for children? The environment alone was enough to scare an adult!

"_Is everyone having a good time? B-b-because I sure know that I am!_" Bonnie said, his jaw moving up and down as he spoke.

Chica turned to face the both of them. "_I can use some more-more—_**help me**_—more pizza!_"

Jack sat upright. "Uh... Did you guys hear that, too?"

"Did I hear the talking duck asking for help like it was in pain?" Hiccup asked. "Yes."

Freddy moved his waist to look at the two animals on stage back and forth. "_There's plenty of delicious _**p-p-p-p-people**_ delicious pizza when you're at Freddy's Pizza, Chica_."

"Guys?" Hiccup said as he began to get out of his seat. "I think we should go."

"Go where?" Elsa asked. "There're no exists."

"_You can't live off pizza all the time, Fr-r-reddy,_" Bonnie said.

"_You can't?! _...**can't leave**..." Chica and Freddy said at the same time.

Then Chica said, "_When you're eating, kids, remember to have plenty of kids plenty of green-green, plenty of green vegetables, kids._"

"I don't think this is an ordinary game," Jack said. He waved his Rod at the bear when he suddenly began to walk on the stage, but it didn't get off. "Get behind me. These robots might be the dark force that Litwick mentioned would guard the painting!"

"_And all of you young bunnies need yo-yo-your carrots! _...**please run**...!"

"_Health is important if you want to li-li-live. Have a fun and happy children fun and happy time at_..."

"_Freddy Fazbear's Pizza!_"

"Run!" Jack shouted when they saw the animatronics leave their podiums on the stage and walk off. Only Freddy Fazbear stayed behind, but the other two, Chica and Bonnie, made their way towards them.

"Where?!" Elsa shouted. She wasn't really one to raise her voice, but she most certainly would during a state of panic.

"Get under here!" Jack slid on the ground and hid underneath a table. Hiccup and Elsa quickly followed. They got such a head start, that by the time the other two robots caught up to them, they remained completely silent to avoid detection.

The two robots were only a few yards away from them. They seemed to be standing next to each other, facing the opposite direction of their hiding spot.

"_He-e-ey, Chica!_"

"_Yeah, Bo-Bo-Bo-Bonnie?_"

"_You know what I do to have fu-fu-fu-fun-fun?_"

"_Is it the games?_"

"_N-n-no-nope!_"

"_Is it the Pi-i-i—_**don't let them escape**_—Pirate's Cove?_"

At this, Jack got an idea. As the two robots carried on with their conversation, Jack silently pointed to the map on the remote. He pointed to the room he knew was the Pirate Cove and pointed to the nearby West Hall. Right next to that was the doorway to the Pirate's Cove. He made a motion to tiptoe to the door, then hide inside. He remembered the curtain, that something was out of order. They could hide in the curtain until it was safe to get to the security office.

Once Bonnie made his way to the West Hall and Chica to the East, Jack motioned with his hands to stay silent as they stay hidden from Freddy. They made it to the doorway and Jack saw how pirate-themed the room was. There was a large mouth of a cave for the kids to play in, and a ship rose high to the ceiling. A hull in the ship made the area for a curtain, and Jack even saw the security camera pointed at it. They made their way to the curtain and snuck behind it, making sure to stay clear of the sign and of noise. Eventually, they heard the heavy footsteps of Bonnie as he walked past the entrance to the Cove, and his shadow made by the dim lighting eventually faded away. Squinting, Jack saw the vague outline of Chica standing in the middle of the Party Room. No way they were going with her watching the path.

"What do we do now?" Elsa whispered, her voice low on fright. "If I had my powers, I would've created the worst snowstorm in history by now!"

"If you had your powers, you would've been able to blast at the animatronics," Hiccup said rather bitterly. "Ugh. Sorry, Elsa. I'm just...scared, I guess."

"We all are," Jack said. "We need to stay here until either Chica goes back to the stage or she goes back to the East Wing. Then we can head down the West and hide in the office at the end of the hall. That's the only room I've seen that had doors." At this, he groaned and placed his hands on his head. "_This_ is why that's the only room that has doors!"

"How do we get the painting?" Elsa asked. "Even with Chica and Bonnie wandering the building, one of them is bound to find us here. And the bear, Freddy, isn't moving."

Hiccup shuddered when he heard a voice. Apparently, he was the only one to notice it. "..._**never accept me**_..."

"Maybe we can set a trap," he suggested. "Lock one in the office, a second in here, and try to destroy the bear with...I dunno, fire?"

Jack shook his head. "Too risky. The office is the only place in the building safe for is. I have no doubt that the locks on the restrooms are busted."

Elsa felt a chill on her back, which she found strange as she never felt the cold. Which was especially true now, since she was sweating a little from being so tense. But still, to think she heard a voice. "..._**always alone**_..."

"What time is it?" Elsa suddenly wondered. "Shouldn't there be people if this place supposedly has children?"

"Then it's closed," Hiccup concluded. "Which means we're spending the night at Freddy's."

Jack nodded. "That's probably what the game's called. 'Night at Freddy's'. The player's objective must be to survive the night. If we survive the night, then we win."

He felt his ear itch as he could've sworn he heard someone whisper into it. But that was impossible...wasn't it?

"...**_not one of them_**..."

Hiccup looked through the curtain again. "Hey, it looks like Chica's gone, and I think Bonnie's in the next room over. Earlier I saw a door the same direction he was going in."

"Good. Next we can–"

"**Eat them_._**"

Jack stopped. "Did you guys hear that?"

"I was hoping I was going crazy from fright," Hiccup said. "Um, Jack? Why did we hide here?"

"Huh? Oh, because whatever was back here is out of order. The sign here says so."

"And pray tell, what was behind here?" Elsa asked. "And why do I feel something metallic?"

Jack's eyes widened. "Uh-oh."

"_Yarr, me mateys! It's me, Foxy! And welc– And welc– And welc– And welcome to the Pirate's Cove!_"

The three of the turned around to meet the glowing robotic eyes of a fox. The next thing they knew, they screamed.

"_N-no run-n-n-ning in the Pirate's Cove, lads!_"

* * *

><p>Hiccup groaned as he woke up. He rubbed the back of his nape with his hand. "Oh, my head...what happened? Jack?"<p>

He stood up and found himself in a white room. Looking all around, he only saw a mirror behind him. There were no doors, no passageways, nothing that could've let him inside I'm the first place.

"AAAHH!"

Hiccup jumped a mile in the air when he heard a scream. It was so close! Could it be coming from an adjoining room. The scream seemed to be coming from behind the mirror. Hiccup pressed his hands on the mirror, and just like that, the image changed. It showed a passage way, the one Hiccup saw before he passed out. It was the ball with the mirrors and the cobblestone path. But something was going on. Instead of seeing his reflection, he was seeing himself. As in, himself but it wasn't him. How did he now this? Because the Hiccup on the other side of the mirror was looking back and forth as if be saw something. Was this some kind of vision?

"Hiccup, what's wrong?"

Hiccup looked up. "Jack? Jack, is that you? Jack!"

He saw Jack hold up the Ice Rod, looking around for danger. Elsa was behind him, looking nervous.

The other Hiccup said, "Th-the reflections!" while his head spun wildly from side to side. "Th-they blinked! I s-saw my reflection blink!"

"World's shortest ghost story," Jack muttered. Hiccup saw him looking around, mostly at the mirrors.

"Jack! Jack!" Hiccup began to hit the glass with his fist as he came to a realization: he was _inside_ the mirror. "Jack!"

Jack looked at his own reflection before he said, "We should probably move. I don't see anything wrong, but I think we should keep going." He guided Elsa away with the other Hiccup following him.

Before he left, though, the other Hiccup turned to face the real one. He gave a sadistic grin matching Mr. 5's. The next thing he knew, he turned into Pitch Black. He placed a finger to his lips and grinned before he turned into Hiccup again and followed Jack and Elsa.

"No! No, wait! Jack, Elsa! That's not me! That's not the real me! Jack! Elsa! Guys! No!" But no matter how much he hit the glass, it wouldn't break. He was trapped inside the mirror with no way out.

* * *

><p><strong>What? Two chapters in one day? Ha!<strong>

**Freddy's, Chica's, Bonnie's, and Foxy's dialogue all came from YouTube's "Five Night At Freddy's : : Hidden Lore" video.**

**This chapter was so much fun! Like that Jelsa fluff at the begging? Yeah, that was fun to write.**

**Bet you guys didn't that other thing coming, did you? Yeah, this is pretty much a big crossover. I mean, who doesn't know Five Nights at Freddy's? It's a good game. All four of them. Also, who's looking forward to FNAF World next year? I am.**

**I swear, this was so long I was seriously starting to debate to make this one long chapter or divide it into two parts. I didn't really want to make it a massive chapter. I want to keep the chapters even-ish. I'm not sure what other "worlds" will appear in this story even though I got it planned out, but I can say that the next chapter will pick up sooner or later!**

**-Litwick723**


	6. Dreamscrapers

_"The bond that links your true family is not one of blood, but of respect and joy in each other's life."_

_-Richard Bach_

_._

_"I know lots of things! LOTS OF THINGS..."_

_-Bill Cipher, Gravity Falls_

_._

_"Unless some like you cares a whole awful lot, nothing is going to get better. It's not."_

_-"The Lorax" by Dr. Seuss_

* * *

><p>Dipper Pines was not having a very good day. First, the night before, an eleven-year-old broke into the Mystery Shack to steal the deed to the property, until imagery failing. The next morning, he was forced by his Great-uncle, or Grunkle, Stan to rid the house of a bat. How a bat ever wandered inside, he'll never know. Now, he was cleaning the house with Stan sleeping on the couch.<p>

He looked up when he saw Stan mumbling and moving in sleep before he settled down. "What is going on in that guy's head?" he asked himself.

Dipper Pines wasn't your average twelve-year-old. He and his twin sister, Mabel, have had a pretty interesting summer in Gravity Falls. They've battled gnomes, traveled through time, discovered dinosaurs, and even fell into a bottomless pit, only to come out where they fell in. The twins new that something supernatural was going on in the town, and with the help of the mysterious book Dipper found in the woods, the two of them were determined to unravel the mysterious of the town together, along with their friends, a man named Soos and a teenager named Wendy.

A knock on the door earned his attention. Dipper straightened the pine tree hat on his head to cover the bandages around it from the bat attack and answered the door. He was greeted with a bare-foot teenager with black hair, a purple sleeveless vest, shorts down to his knees, and sunglasses. He also had a red cloak over his shoulders with the hood covering his head.

"Are you Dipper Pines?" he said as he leaned on the frame of the door. He looked liked he just ran a marathon. Sweat gleamed on his forehead.

"Yeah... Who are you?"

"Give me a sec..." the teenager said. "I heard that you know about the paranormal events of Gravity Falls?"

Dipper felt his excitement rise a little. "Yeah, what about it?"

"Have you seen these?" The teenager pressed two fingers to Dipper's forehead and lifted his chin with his other hand.

All of a sudden, Dipper wasn't in his house anymore. He was looking at a familiar creature. It was black and had yellow ovals with eyes. When Dipper blinked, he was standing at his front door in front of him again. "Wha-what? What was that?"

"A Heartless," the boy said. "They're the darkness in people's hearts. Have you seen any?"

"Well, yeah, there was been some all around the town, and people are freaking out."

The boy groaned and hit his fist against the frame. "Damn. I knew this world was troubled with them, but if innocents are starting to get troubled by them..."

"What are you talking about, man?" Dipper asked.

The boy sighed. "I'm here to get rid of these Heartless, but I need to know where they originated from first. I heard that you're pretty knowledgable of this town, and I was hoping to ask for your help."

"Where did you hear me from?" Dipper asked suspiciously.

"Ah, I was kidnapped and I managed to escape before they erased my memory," he said. He reached into his cloak and from seemingly out of nowhere, he pulled out some kind of raygun. "They tried to erase my memory of this, but I showed them what I was capable of. When I broke free, I overheard a pair say about a boy and girl, twins, who've escaped their grasp too many times to count. That's when I learned your name."

"And did you say that they're from another world?" Dipper asked as he took the Journal out of his vest pocket. He flipped through the pages until he reached a blank one and began to draw the Heartless he saw in his memory. "Wait a minute, are you a supernatural being from Gravity Falls? And how are these Heartless things even here?"

Before the teenager can answer, he was suddenly thrown aside as a girl with a sweater of a shooting star and wearing braces came barreling in, followed by a rather rotund man eating from a chip bag with a shirt bearing a question mark.

"Dipper! We've gotta help Stan!" the girl exclaimed.

"Wait, what?" Dipper blinked.

"This evil triangle guy said he's gonna break into Stan's mind and steal the combination to his safe!" the man said. Then he pointed to the Burrito Bites in his hands. "Also we stopped for snacks on the way here."

"I'm sorry, but we can't dwaddle right now," the boy said. "I need Dipper's help to stop the Heartless that are attacking the town!"

"Look, Mr. Tall-and-Dark," the girl said as she smiled politely, "we need Dipper's help so we can save out shack! This run-down, waxhead-infested, smelly shack is our home!"

"'Waxhead-infested'?" the boy repeated to himself.

"Can't you understand how much this place means to us?" She gave a pitiful smile that made the teenager groan.

"Fine. Tell you what, I'll help. I'm used to dealing with monsters and demons, this triangle guy should be a snap."

"You never told me your name," Dipper said as he flipped through the pages of the Journal. "Triangle guy... I feel like I've seen something like this before in the journal..."

"My name's Litwick," he said.

"I'm Mabel, and this is Soos!" Mabel said gleefully, directing to herself and the man behind her.

"Dude, love the shades, dude," Soos said as he continued to eat.

Dipper read form the book, "'Beware Bill, the most powerful and dangerous creature I've ever encountered. Whatever you do, never let him enter your mind.'"

"Bill?" Litwick looked over Dipper's shoulder. "A dream demon, huh?" At that moment, they heard Stan grunting in the next room over. When they entered, Litwick said, "I'm guessing this is Stan?"

A triangular shadow passed over Stan's head and seeped into his it. He began to thrash around as his eyes opened and glowed a bright blue.

"Grunkle Stan!" Mabel cried. She took the book from Dipper and read on the page, "'It is possible to follow the demon into a person's mind and prevent his chaos. One must simply recite this incantation.'"

Dipper groaned. "Ugh, this is just great. I spend all day cleaning sinks and fighting bats for Stan and now I have to save him from some crazy brain demon?"

"So _that's_ where the bat went," Litwick said thoughtfully. "I was wondering where it when off to when it helped me escape from the sewers."

"But if we don't do anything Gideon might steal the shack! Or worse!" Mabel said to Dipper.

"I'm guessing that this Gideon guy is bad news," Litwick said as he took the book and looked at the incantation. "This is a simple incantation. All we need to do is set up candle and place our hands to his head."

Dipper sighed. "Fine. Get ready, guys. We're about to journey into the most horrifying, disturbing place the three of us have ever been: our uncle's mind."

"You think I can take these Burrito Bites into Stan's brain?" Soos asked, holding his thumb up. "Thumbs up? Thumbs down? You know what, I'm just gonna bring 'em."

Once the proper ritual was complete, Dipper began to recite the incantation as he, Mabel, Soos, and Litwick placed their hands to Stan's head. _"Magister mentium. Magnesium ad hominem. Magnum opus. Habeas corpus! Inceptus Nolanus overratus! Magister mentium! Magister mentium! MAGISTER MENTIUM!"_

A bright light filled their vision, and when it faded, they were no longer in the living room of the Mystery Shack. They stood in a black and white field, like something from an old movie. There was a decomposed swing set, a broken down boat, and the Mystery Shack was up ahead, as dull and grey as everything else. The four of them were the only thing in color.

"We just gotta look out for a guy who looks like a triangle, right?" Litwick asked as he waved his hand and a giant key appeared in it. "That shouldn't be too hard."

"Of course it shouldn't be too hard!" a voice said from behind them. They turned to around, and sure enough, there was a yellow triangle with a single eye, a bow tie, a tall hat, and thin arms and legs.

"It's him, it's the guy!" Soos exclaimed.

"You leave our uncle alone, you isosceles monster!" Mabel ran towards him in a yell, fully intent on tackling him, but something rather unexpected happened. Mabel disappeared into him, and a few seconds later, she came tumbling back out rolling. "Gotcha!" she said to empty arms. "Wait, what?"

"Ah, Stan's family, we meet at last!" Bill said. "Question Mark, Shooting Star, Pine Tree, I had a hunch I might bump into you! And would you look at that! Crown Heart is here, too!"

"Crown Heart?" Litwick repeated. "Are you talking about me?"

"Well, duh!" Bill said. "Who else has a black heart that was once a prince? Besides, your brother told me all about you! I was hoping to bump into you, too!"

"He's not my brother!" Litwick shouted in rage, and he ran forward with the Keyblade. A black creature blocked his path, rather large with a hulking and hunched back. "A Heartless? It's huge! And what's it doing here?"

"What do you expect?" Bill said. "Stan's not exactly the most kindest person in the multiverse, you know."

"It's you that the Heartless are working for, isn't it?" Dipper said.

"Hehe, that may be true, Pine Tree, let me ask you this: how are they here in the first place? I'd like to thank Crown Heart here for that! If it weren't for him, the fear level in your world wouldn't have increased as much, thus bringing out the darkness of people's hearts! Gosh, humans are weaker then I remember."

"I'm not human, though," Litwick said as he slowly walked back to the group with the Keyblade pointed at the hulking Heartless. "Well, I'm only half-human, but I'm not going to let you get what you want!"

"Come on, it's nothing that I want, honest!" Bill said as he twirled his cane. "I just want to have fun in here, that's all! Like this, see?" With a zap of his finger, a laser shot from it and formed a big gaping hole in Dipper's stomach.

"Aaahh!" Dipper screamed in horror, shocked that he wasn't in pain.

Mabel reacted by putting her hand in the hole. "Boop!" she said, laughing.

"Mabel!" Dipper scolded. Then to Bill, "What do you want with our uncle's mind?"

"Well, since you asked so nicely. I'm just on the lookout for the code to the old man's safe! Inside the shack is a maze of a thousand doors representing your uncle's memories. Behind one of them is a memory of him inputting the code! I just need to find it and Gideon will pay me handsomely."

"And I'm guessing that this safe contains maybe the ownership of property for the shack?" Litwick asked. The Heartless hadn't even moved an inch.

"Yep! Gotta say, I'm gonna love the chase! My reward will be worth obliterating you all!"

"Not if we stop you!" Mabel justified.

"Hah, fat chance!" Bill said. "I'm the master of the mind. I even know what you're thinking right now!" As he spoke, a blue fire began to surround him.

"That's impossible, no one can guess what I'm thinking!" Mabel said with pride. But at that moment, two boys appeared next her. One was tanned and blonde while the other was pale and blue-haired.

"Whoa, where are we, bro?" the blonde one said.

"We must be in heaven," the other said, bending over to reach Mabel. "'Cause I just saw angel."

"I'm never letting go of your leg!" Mabel declared as she hugged it tight.

"What," was Litwick's only response.

"Ugh, it's those two boys from Mabel's favorite movie, _Dream Boy High_." Dipper said with a groan. "I can't believe you were actually thinking of them."

"You're out of your league, kids," Bill said. "Turn around now before you see something you might regret. Later, suckers!" And with that, he left through the shack.

"We're goin' in!" Dipper declared. Then he turned to his sister and said, squinting, "Mabel, can we leave those guys out here? Looking at them...hurts my eyes."

"No! They can help us!" Mabel defended.

"Totally!" both Xyler and Craz said. The bent over, linking their arms together, and said, "Arm throne!"

"And I thought the Aperture Science Labs was weird..." Litwick said as Dipper ran from Soos' arm throne.

In no time at all, they found a room at the Morton of the stairs of the shack. A roll of film projected the word MEMORIES. Inside were various pictures of Stan. One was him in a water tank, another of him in a pile of money, a third of him standing in front of a pit. They were all of him.

"Hey, Litwick," Dipper said as they passed through the rooms in search of the memory for the code, "why are you helping us? I mean, you barely just met us."

"I'm trying to turn over a new leaf," Litwick said. "I've done things I wasn't too proud of, and I know my girlfriend wouldn't have been too proud of me for that. I'm traveling through the worlds to help people."

"There's more than one world?" Dipper said. But before he can ask another question, Mabel came barreling into him.

"I heard the word 'girlfriend!'" she practically shouted. "Tell me about her! Tell me! Tell me! Tell me!"

Litwick suddenly looked closed off. "There's not much to tell, really," he said. "We were together, is all."

"But didn't you love each other?" Mabel said. "Did you not want to be with her for the rest of her life?" But then she saw something on his face. Even though his eyes were hidden behind the sunglasses, she could see the look on his features. He was trying to forget something horrible. Realizing that she may have passed her boundaries a little, she quickly said, "Hey, look! A door with Dipper's name on it!"

They turned and, sure enough, they saw a door labeled DIPPER MEMORIES.

"Look, guys! Memories about me." Dipper went I open the door and peeked inside. He saw more doors, some cracked open a little and he saw himself more than once.

"That doesn't seen like a good idea," Soos said.

"I just want to see what the old guy thinks of me," Dipper said.

Mabel walked by. "We already know how Stan feels about us. He loves us! We're perfect."

"Technically, there's no such thing as perfect as there is normal," Litwick said as he passed Dipper.

Soos patted Dipper's shoulder. "Yeah. Let's just keep moving."

"More moving?" Xyler said.

"Yes! I love motion!" Craz added.

Litwick groaned. _Why are they even here?_

* * *

><p>Dipper made sure to enter the room when no one was looking. Yes, he cared about the Mystery Shack and all, but the temptation was too great. He opened one door and saw himself getting hit by Shan's newspaper right on the porch of the shack.<p>

"No buts! Now go and chop that firewood already!" Memory-Stan said. Dipper remembered this day. It was only sometime last week when Dipper had to chop firewood. He wasn't too good at, though.

He saw Memory-Stan sit on the seat, right next to Memory-Soos. Memory-Soos said, "Dude, Stan, I've been meaning ask you. Why are you so hard on Dipper all the time?"

Memory-Stan said, "Look, Soos, I'm gonna let you in on something. Wanna know what I really think?" he began to whisper into Memory-Soos's ear, and Dipper leaned in a little more to hear. He heard, faintly, "The kid's a loser. He's weak! He's an utter embarrassment! I just wanna get rid of him."

Dipper felt like the whole world came tumbling done on him. He looked at his memory self and saw the block of wood get stuck to the axe. Knowing he was right, he shut the door and began to walk away. This was it? He was hated? Why? He remembered back in the beginning of summer, when Stan took the twins to a fishing trip. Was he not just wanting to spend time with them? But that was a long time ago. Now that he's known him more, he all but hated Dipper.

_"Is there more I could have got?"_ Dipper said as he walked down the hall. _"Now they're only memories that I've forgot. That's why my blue is feeling grey. Sometimes even kids have rainy days."_

He looked up at another memory as he left the door and saw the wax museum reopening that occurred near the beginning of summer. He saw just what a total blowout it was._ "Remember when the stage caved in while we were waxing out?"_

He saw another memory, this one of a party. Dipper remembered this day, it was the day he was trying to impress Wendy, even though she was a few years offer than him. He even resorted to using clones to help him. _"Who'd have thought your party schemes would be hard to live without?"_ He walked away from them, trying to find the exit. _"If we could do it all again, just one last chance to make amends. Would you even watch or even care? Or did something break we can't repair?"_

Dipper came across a memory of when he had to be put in a wolf costume to entertain the tourists of the Mystery Shack._ "Your use of demeaning, it never gave me hope."_ He passed by a memory of Stan trying to teach a bear to drive, an one of Stan's book of horrible jokes._ "They may have been un'bear'able with your lack of good jokes. Is there more I could have got? Now they're only memories that I've forgot."_

He walked away, trying to find Mabel and the others to say that he was out of the mission, when he heard Litwick calling out for him.

"There you are, Dipper!" he said as he came over to him. "I've been looking for you! Mabel and Soos were worried that Bill... Hey, what's the matter?"

"Nothing," Dipper said a bit sourly. "Nothing's wrong, except for me! I'm practically useless!"

"You are not useless!" Litwick said with an unexpected force, one that Dipper's heard from his father back in California. "Don't you ever let me hear you say that again, okay, Hiccup?"

"What?" Dipper said, his sadness fading for a moment to be replaced with confusion.

"Dipper! I meant Dipper." He sighed into his hand. "Look, Dipper, don't let anyone tell you what you can or can't do. The best thing you can do is look out for yourself and the people who care about you."

He crossed his arms. "Looks like this will be easier than I thought, then," he said.

Litwick frowned.

"Litwick! Dipper!" Mabel came charging down at them, Soos and the two boys behind her. "We've go trouble!"

"What's wrong?" Litwick asked.

"Bill found the door with the code!" Soos exclaimed. "We're in big trouble now, dudes!"

"Come on, we gotta save Stan!" Mabel said. She began to pull on Dipper's arm, but he pulled back.

"What's the point?" he said. "Why should I save him, huh? I work for Stan day and night and all he does in return is say he wants to get rid of me."

"Dipper, he's your uncle, you can't think that," Litwick said.

"I saw it with my own eyes in one of his memories, Litwick! He always picked on me and now I know why. Stan hates me!"

"Dipper, it doesn't matter what you saw. If we don't stop Bill, we'll lose the Shack!" Mabel said, trying to persuade Dipper to cooperate again.

He finally snapped. "No! You know what? Not this time. For once this is one of Stan's problems I'm not gonna fix."

It seemed that there was no changing Dipper's mind on this. "Fine. Come on, Soos. We'll save Stan ourselves." Then she began to walk away.

Soos said as he walked past him. Dipper, you're a cool dude, but... this isn't cool, dude."

"Let's go, Xyler."

"All right, Craz!"

"Those are our names!"

Dipper huffed and walked away, shoving his hands in his pockets. As he did, he heard footsteps behind him. He stopped and turned around, and saw Litwick a few steps behind him. "What are you doing here? I thought you'd go with Mabel."

"You're going out, right?" he said. "If you are, then I am, too. Those Heartless out there are still ravaging the town, and I need to stop them. I can't do that in here."

Dipper turned back around. He began to open doors. "Exit... Exit... How do I get out of this place?"

"Let me tell you a story," Litwick said, ignoring the younger boy's groan of protest. "Once upon a time, there was a boy and his twin brother. The firstborn was the Crown prince of the kingdom, but he was cursed soon after. Frightened, he committed patricide, and his twin brother was cursed to become a beast. The curse was broken, but the twin brother died."

"Wait a minute, isn't patricide the act of killing your own father?" Dipper said, completely bewildered.

"Yeah. This boy was scared and his fear brought him to dark magic. He was evil for many years, and he finally returned to the light when he remembered what the love of his life told him after her death. She said to make a good decision when faced with dark forces. Tell me, Dipper, is leaving your entire family behind a good decision?"

Dipper stopped for a moment. He thought back to then Litwick accidentally called him Hiccup. It was a name, not the noun. He remembered when Litwick stopped talking suddenly about his girlfriend. "You're the boy from the story," he realized.

"And I make sure no one makes the same mistake I made," he said. "You never know what you've had until you've lost it. Don't make that mistake, Dipper."

Dipper didn't answer. Instead, he opened another door and saw the memory of him chopping wood again. "Aw, this again?"

He heard Memory-Stan say, "He's a loser. He's weak. I just wanna get rid of him."

"See?" Dipper said.

He began to close the door when he heard Memory-Stan add, "Heh, yeah. Those are all things people said about me when I was a boy."

"Huh?" Dipper opened it wide again. Both he and Litwick listened in.

"It was terrible," Memory-Stan said. "I was the biggest wimp on the playground! So one summer, my pop signs up me for boxing lessons. It was even worse than the school yard! Y'know, that time I thought my pop was trying to torture me. But wouldn't you know it? The old man was doin' me favor all along!" He looked to Memory-Soos again. "You see it? That why I'm hard on Dipper. To toughen him up. So when the world fights, he fights back..."

"Do you think it's actually working?" Memory-Soos asked.

Memory-Stan pointed at Memory-Dipper, who raised the axe and struck his first log of wood on half. " I-I did it! Ha ha! Yes!"

Litwick gave Dipper's shoulder a small nudge, with an eyebrow lift that seemed to say, _See?_

He's really comin' along!" Memory-Stan said with pride etched in his voice. "When push comes to shove, I'm actually proud of him. Just... don't ever tell him that. His head is big enough as it is."

Memory-Soos laughed. "That's true."

Dipper couldn't help but smile. He leaned on the memory wall, resting his hand on it, but he suddenly fell into the memory.

"Dipper!" Litwick said, walking inside it as well to help his friend up. They both looked up at the memory apportions, who in turn looked at the Memory-Dipper.

"Whoa, kid, what are you and your friend doin' here? Nice hole in your chest, by the way. Let's fix that up." With a point and lift of his finger, the big gaping hole on Dipper's chest was fixed.

"Wh-what the- How did you do that?"

Memory-Stan smiled. "Word to the wide, kid. We're in the mind! You can do what ever you imagine in here!" He waved his and, and when he did, a can of soda appeared and he drink from it.

"Huh," Dipper said as he placed a hand on his hips. "Well how about that."

"So you memory apparitions are self-aware?" Litwick asked.

A sudden blast was heard from another room, and as well as laughter that can only be Bill's and Mabel's and Soos's screams.

"Oh my gosh, what am I doing?" Dipper said, realizing just what an idiot he's been. "I gotta stop Bill!"

"Not alone, you're not!" Litwick said. "I got an idea!" He unclasped his cloak, and huge bat wings appeared form his back. He took his sunglasses off and Dipper saw them that they were all white. "Let's go!"

"Go whe- Aahh!" Dipper screamed as he was lifted into the air, flying at a fast speed out of the memory. He heard Memory-Stan say something, but he didn't catch it in time. "What the-?!"

"Remember back in the Shack when you asked if I were paranormal and from Gravity Falls?" Litwick said. "Well, I'm actually half-fairy!"

"What?!"

"I'm gonna throw you! When I do, try to fly!"

"What?!"

* * *

><p>It was a mess. Mabel was able to knock the door of the code to a another memory, one of a bottomless pit. The door fell inside, and through communications, Gideon cut whatever deal he made with Bill off. Bill became very angry, his yellow body turning red. He grew in size, and the memories disappears as they floated on an circle platform in empty space.<p>

Bill created nightmares for them, Mabel's being having lost her "cuteness," and Soos a British bulldog. Strange.

"Hey, Bill!" Dipper's voice came, and in a red light, he and Litwick both flew into the platform.

"WHAT?!" Bill said, clearly astonished at seeing them both.

"Nice bow tie, Bill!" Litwick said, waving his Keyblade. "Let me touch it up a bit. Firaga!" A burst of fire shot forward from the tip of the blade, and it created a hole similar to Dipper's earlier.

"Dipper!" Mabel said in a low and deep voice as her giant green head trotted in joy.

"Dude!"

"Whoa, what happened to you?" Litwick said as he lowered himself in front of Mabel.

"Guys! I just learned that you can conjure whatever you can conceive in Grunkle Stan's mindscape!" Dipper said excitedly.

Mabel tilted her head. "Huh?"

"Just think of cool fighting stuff, like this!" Dipper turned to Bill again. Using lasers from his eyes, Soos's nightmares disappeared.

Soos chuckled and pointed to where the doc just stood. "Ha ha. He's dead now."

"What? Who told you that? Don't listen to them!" Bill said, desperate.

"I wouldn't try that if I were you!" Litwick said as he flew to him, hearing Mabel revert back to her normal state and want kittens for fists. A strange child, that one. "You want a fight? You got one!"

"Oh ho, I'm going to enjoy this!" Bill said as he snapped his fingers and the hulking Heartless from the front entrance appeared on the stage. It gave a roar and showed tentacles from inside its mouth.

"Gross!" Mabel said. "You need to brush!"

"We got this!" Dipper said as Soos fires questions marks firing from his stomach, the same questions marks from his shirt. "Take care of Bill!"

Bill fired a blue fireballs and Litwick swung his Keyblade. Like a baseball, it flew back to its thrower. "I gotta say, you're something, Crown Heart!" Bill said. "Though, I do feel a little strange... _What is this feeling, so shiny and new?"_

"_Felt the moment I laid eyes on you,"_ Litwick agreed, crossing his Keyblade with Bill's cane.

_"My pulse is rushing,"_ Bill said as he shot a laser, nearly searing Litwick's arm.

_"My head is reeling,"_ Litwick added as he dipped inside down and under Bill to attack him from behind.

_"My face is flushing. What is this feeling?"_

_"Fervid as a flame,"_ they both said as they began to fly even higher and higher into the mindscape. _"Does it have a name? Yes...! Loathing! Unadulterated loathing!"_

_"For your face!"_ Bill shot another fireball, this time hitting Litwick's head.

The fire turned green and Litwick inhaled it._ "Your voice."_

_"Your clothing!"_

_"Let's just day, I loathe it all! Every little trait, however small! Makes my very flesh begin to crawl."_

"At least I have flesh!" Litwick shouted, avoiding a dark beam that resembled a Heartless._ "With simple utter loathing!"_

_"There's a strange exhilaration," _Bill said as multiple versions of him appeared in a ring around Litwick. In unison, they said, _"In such total detestation! It's so pure, so strong!"_

Litwick threw the Keyblade, and it began to hit the Bills on a circular motion. It hit one, and it was enough to cause Bill to be distracted and fall. _"Though I do admit it came on fast!" _Litwick said as he flew after him. _"Still, I do believe that it can last! And I will be loathing, loathing you my whole life long!"_

Bill crashed at the round stage again, and Litwick saw that the Heartless looked weakened. The kittens Mabel wished for were used as projectiles, and they were licking her face.

"Stand back!" Litwick said. He jumped into the air and brought the Keyblade down onto its head. The Heartless roared, and when it collapsed, it turned into a dark grey most that rose into the air.

Bill rose from the ground, looking tired out. "It's not possible!" he shouted, still as red as ever. "You're just a human! No human can get by me!"

"Didn't you get the memo?" Dipper said with a smirk. "He's half-human." He frowned and turned to Litwick. "It-it was half-human, right?" Litwick nodded. "Good! Now, to imagine your worst nightmare! A portal out of Stan's mind!"

"Out of Stan's mi-ind!" Mabel sang rather loudly. That was when Litwick saw the two colorful boys again.

"Mabel! Everyone, together!" Dipper closed his eyes and began to think, to imagine. Mabel, Soos, Litwick, and even Xyler and Craz did the same thing. A hole began to open underneath Bill, sucking him in.

"No no no! ENOUGH!" Everything became a white mass. There was no surface and all of them began to float rather than stand. Bill reverted back to yellow. Dustin his hat off, he said, "You know, I've been impressed with you guys. You are more clever than you look. Especially the fat one."

Soos elbowed Mabel and whispered, "He's talking about you!"

"So I'm gonna let you kids off the hook," Bill continued, "You might come in handy later. BUT KNOW THIS: A darkness approaches. A day will come in the future when everything you care about will change! Same thing for you, Crown Heart! Unless you want every to be different, I'd stay clear from the movies!"

"What's _that_ supposed to mean?" Litwick asked.

"Oh, and before I forget!" Bill clapped his hands and the grey most from the Heartleess formed a vague shape until it formed a bright yellow keyhole, almost difficult to discern from the surrounding white. "You beat me fair and square! Here's the keyhole for this world, and the remaining Heartless should all be gone for now." A circle appeared around him with various symbols. "Until then I'll be watching you! I'LL BE WATCHING YOU... " He faded, his words echoing.

Dipper for close to the keyhole. "This what you're looking for?"

Litwick nodded. He raised the Keyblade and felt the man flow through a streak of light flew to the keyhole. A rift opened, showing an enormous blue portal, surrounded by crystalline border.

"It's beautiful!" Mabel said. Then she gasped as her hand began to fade and she looked static.

"Stan must be waking up," Dipper said.

"Dipper," Litwick said. "I want to thank you."

"If anything, I should be thanking you," Dipper said. "That story you told me? I realize that I shouldn't doubt my own family. Of something's wrong, we have to confront it together right? And...I'm sorry about your brother, by the way."

Litwick nodded again. "Twins are very strange," he said. "People believe that have an unseen connection, some believe that they're the gods' gift for life. Either way, you two take care of reach other. You never know what it is you've got until you've lost it. Don't lose it."

Dipper turned to Mabel, who was saying goodbye to her "dream boys." He turned to Litwick and nodded. Litwick smiled and flew into the portal. He looked behind him as Dipper, Mabel, and Soos waved goodbye. Then they were gone.

* * *

><p><strong>Present day<strong>

Litwick was unable to keep a smile off his face as Mr.5 began to have a childish tantrum. Upon discovering that everyone had escaped and they were somewhere in the door maze, a place where Litwick made sure to keep a secret for this very moment, they were unable to track them j till they got out. So far, they knew that they weren't together.

"You!" Mr.5 turned to him after punching the flytraps. "You knew this would happen, didn't you!"

"Did I know that Lantern and Alyx would arrive late so that they could set the others free?" Litwick said. He shrugged. "Oops. My bad. I guess I have Alyx the wrong map!"

Mr.5 yelled and threw Litwick to the wall. His neck snapped, then the sound of cartilage popping made sound that he was reviving. "Go back to your cell."

"Yes, sir." In a cloud of white smoke, he disappeared to the Lillian Devine.

Mr.5 paced around for a moment. Then he snapped his fingers. He breathed fire onto his finger, lighting up his claw. With the claw, he used the fire to burn into the remaining plants. He drew a circle with various symbols, a triangle with an eye in the middle.

"Time to pay up, Cipher," Mr.5 said, and the image began to glow.

* * *

><p>This new world was in some sort of clock tower. Litwick want sure what to expect wen Yen Sid said to stay clear of the masks, but he'll come to it. The obvious ticking was clear, but it was so dark that Litwick could barely tell the shadows of the area. He felt around for a moment until he stepped in water. Walking a little more, he came across a set of stairs. As he walked up them, he heard the grinding sound of an earthquake. It was pretty strong, but at the same time, it felt like it was from pretty far. He walked past a wooden pillar and came to another set of stone stairs, these leading to a door. He was about to open the door when he heard a voice.<p>

"You've met with an terrible fate, haven't you?"

* * *

><p><strong>Songs:<strong>

**Dipper—"Pictures in my Head" from The Muppets**

**Litwick and Bill Cipher—"What is this Feeling" from Wicked**

* * *

><p><strong>Another chapter done! Gravity Falls is one of my favorite shows that's still airing on Disney Channel that I like, the only one, in fact. If there's anyone who can guess who said that at the end of the chapter, and where this clock tower is, then you should know how that franchise turns out! If you don't recognize it, then I guess you'll have to wait!<strong>

**-Litwick723**


	7. Aperture Science Labs

_"I hope you brought something stronger than a portal gun this time. Otherwise, I'm afraid you're about to become the immediate past President of the Being Alive Club. Ha, ha."_

_-GLaDOS, Portal 2_

_._

_"What a weird world."_

_"I know, right?"_

_Anna and Elsa, Once Upon A Time_

.

_"You have to figure out 'who am I?' 'What do I want to do?' 'What do I want to say?'"_

_-Ryan Eggold_

* * *

><p><strong>Present day<strong>

"That was fast," Merida said as she and her group entered yet another room, but this one was different.

This one had statues of Hans, Pitch Black, Gothel, and a man in a black coat with a kabuki mask. They all had a heroic pose, oh, the irony. The man in the mask, however, has his hands clenched together in a menacing manner. Hans has one hand in his pocket, the other on his coat and was looking very regal. Pitch Black had his back turned to them, his head turned to face them and a hand in the air. Gothel looked like she was examining her nails as she looked quite smug.

"I feel like this was meant for us to see," Rapunzel said nervously. "They look like they can come to life any second!"

"Here, look," Alyx said. She conjured a fireball in her hand and blasted it at Hans' statue. The stature broke into pieces as the rocks fell in chunks. "See? Even if it were the real Hans, we'd be one villain down!" She gestured them to the next door. "Come on, guys! We need to get out of here and regroup with the others!"

"She's too excited for her own good," Merida said as she followed her through the doors.

Rapunzel lagged behind. She looked at the statue of Gothel, the woman she's known her whole life who took care of her. It still so complicated, she knew that Gothel was evil, but she also knew that she still saw her as her own mother. Rapunzel had been so long without companionship aside from Pascal that she still wants to listen to Gothel's voice. Every once and a while, she would actually give good advice on opinions she had to say, though who knows which were true or not by now.

_Patience, boys. All good things come to those who wait._

Did this mean that because Gothel was impatient on receiving her flower, it led to her demise? What about the GMAD? They were in a rush to rid of Klubin or Mr. 5 or whatever his name is. Will rushing into battle lead to their own demise as well?

_"Look at you, look at me, I don't know who to be, Mother," _Rapunzel sang sadly as she walked up to the statue of her mother. She was still so confused. Why go through the trouble of staying young? What was wrong with growing old? _"Is it wrong, is it right? For this youth in the night, Mother. Tell me what to do..." _Just once she wishes her mother would actually listen to her.

The door opened again and Alyx poked her head in. "Rapunzel, come on. I think the next room's the one."

Rapunzel nodded. She was about to follow when she heard a laugh from behind her. She turned around, shocked, and saw that the statue of her mother was moving. Gothel brought her hands to her stomach as she laughed. "Oh, darling, why do you have to take everything so seriously?" she said._ "I was once like you, my child, slightly insecure. Argued with my mother, too, thought I was mature."_ She sat down on her platform as Rapunzel sat next to her, bringing her hair to her lap.

_"But I put my heart aside and I used my head. Now I think it's time you learned what dear old momma said..." _Gothel stood back up and began to pick the flowers out of Rapunzel hair until a good portion was in her hands. She began to twirl it around her head as she gleamed it in her hands. _"Don't you wanna be evil like me? Don't you wanna be mean? Don't you wanna make mischief your daily routine?"_

_"Well, you can spend your life attending to the poor. But when you're evil doing less is doing more. Don't you wanna be ruthless and rotten and mad? Don't you wanna be very, very good at being bad?"_ Gothel seemed more now than ever to want Rapunzel back on her life, and for the every reasons she thought of, too.

_"This was not for us to ponder, this was preordained,"_ Gothel said as she began to float up into the air, almost as if she were flying. _"You and I shall live together, freedom soon regain. Mistress of the universe, powerful and strong."_ She landed on the ground and lightly pulled on Rapunzel's braid to the podium. _"Daughter, hear me. Help me, join me. Won't you sing along?" _She stood up on the podium and waved her hands almost musically. _"Now we're gonna be evil! It's true! Never gonna think twice. And we're gonna be youthful! Yes, youthful! That's nice."_ She giggled_. "In just an hour or two, out future's safe and sure. This mother, daughter act is going out on tour. If you wanna be evil and awful, uncouth. Then you should thank your lucky star that you were raised the girl you are! The daughter of an evilicious youth like me!"_

Gothel began to have bright, lighthearted laughter until it turned demonic.

"Rapunzel!" Merida said, poking her head in. Rapunzel gasped and turned around. "We found something! You gotta check it out!"

She darted back inside, and Rapunzel turned back to her mother. She was a statue again. It felt so real, like a living drama or nightmare. She decided to ignore her. Everything that she said were all for her needs, not Rapunzel's.

As she left, she missed a triangle-shaped shadow pass over her, laughing.

* * *

><p><strong>389 years ago<strong>

_Out of all of the worlds I've been to, I don't think I've seen one as clean as this one,_ Litwick thought as he walked down the bare hallway.

The hall was blank and the walls and ceiling were made of glass, making it possible to see what was outside. There was nothing, really, just an abyss leading down a deep, dank hole. He couldn't even see the bottom. It didn't really matter as he just walked to the end of the hallway. As he did, the doors automatically opened to reveal a round room. A giant machine was suspended from the ceiling, with stairs and railings going down about three feet.

"IS THAT YOU? HOW DID YOU ESCAPE THE– NO, YOU'RE NOT HER. YOU'RE JUST ANOTHER UNWELCOME VISITOR," a robotic voice said in the air.

Litwick looked around. "Who are you?" he said. "Where are you? Can you tell me where I am?"

The machine lowered from the ceiling and a long piece looked at him. It had a glowing light inside. "YOU ARE IN THE APERTURE SCIENCE ENRICHMENT CENTER. HERE, WE USE VERY SPECIFIC FORMS OF TESTING TO ENHANCE OUR TEST SUBJECTS' LIVES. SOME ARE VERY DISAPPOINTING."

Litwick walked around the perimeter of the room, with the glowing dot following him. "What are you? I've never seen a creature like you before."

"I AM NOT A CREATURE, OR EVEN A LIVING LIFE FORM AS I AM SURE YOU ARE REFERRING TO," the robot said. "I AM AN AI, OR AN ARTIFICIAL INTELLIGENCE, SYSTEM. I AM A GENETIC LIFEFORM AND DISK OPERATING SYSTEM, OR GLaDOS FOR SHORT. AND YOUR PURPOSE IS?"

"My purpose?" Litwick repeated. "Why am I here? I was traveling the worlds in search of a home and I came across yours." He walked up a staircase and saw a button. He pressed it, hearing something open, but saw nothing. He pressed it a few more times and eventually shrugged. "Are there any people here? I've never seen magic like artificial intelligence before."

"MAGIC? HA HA. HA HA. MY RECORDS INDICATE OF THE POSSIBILITY OF OTHER WORLDS, BUT THE EXISTENCE OF MAGIC IS PURE FABRICATION. A THEORY OR CHILD'S DREAM. A WASTE.

"You didn't answer my question," Litwick said as he looked up at GLaDOS again. "Are there any people here?"

"HM... THERE IS ONLY ONE HUMAN REMAINING. SHE IS ONE OF OUR VERY WELL-ACCOMPLISHED TEST SUBJECTS. FOR A HUMAN."

"Wait a minute... Your test subjects are people?" Litwick said incredulously. "That's...wrong! ...Isn't it?"

GLaDOS lowered herself to examine Litwick's face. "I DETECT A SENSE OF HOSTILITY WITHIN YOU. HERE, SEE FOR YOURSELF HOW TEST SUBJECT 20-07 **[1] **IS FARING."

A screen lowered, showing static, and Litwick saw a tall woman. She had dark brown hair, almost black, in a ponytail and wore an orange jumpsuit. The cuffs were rolled up to her knees, and she was barefoot, but she had some sort of gadget attached to her heel to her leg. She carried some form of weapon in her hands. She blasted the weapon and an orange circle appeared on the floor. She blasted another wall, higher, and a blue circle appeared, then the woman jumped into the orange circle, and she came out of the blue one. A large cube awaited there, and the weapon in the woman's hand glowed blue as the cube was lifted. The woman jumped down, set the cube on a large red button, and walked through a now-open door.

"What is that thing she's using?" Litwick asked, pointing to the device in the woman's hands. "Some form of magic in this world?"

"THAT IS THE APERTURE SCIENCE HAND-HELD PORTAL DEVICE," GLaDOS explained. "THE TEST SUBJECTS USE IT TO COMPLETE ALL AND ANY NECESSARY TASKS. LOOK. SHE IS COMING UP TO HER FINAL CHALLENGE. LET ME BREIF HER AND I WILL RETURN TO YOU IN A MOMENT."

GLaDOS made a few whirring sounds as she shifted back and forth on the ceiling. On the screen, the test subject used the portal gun to blast two portals to avoid a wall as a floating panel slid under it. She passed through the portal and appeared on the other side of the wall, on the panel again. Then she sat down, setting the gun next to her.

GLaDOS's voice came again, and this time, it seemed that the woman heard it as well as her head turned around. "CONGRATULATIONS! THE TEST IS NOW OVER. ALL APERTURE TECHNOLOGIES REMAIN SAFELY OPERATIONAL UP TO 4000 DEGREES KELVIN."

Litwick frowned. What did _that_ mean? Then he saw why: the floating panel carrying the woman turned at a corner and was entering a room engulfed in fire. "You're going to burn her alive?!" Litwick shouted.

"THANK YOU FOR PARTICIPATING IN THIS APERTURE SCIENCE COMPUTER-AIDED ENRICHMENT FACILITY. GOODBYE."

The woman on the screen looked panicked, and she began to fire a portal at the wall from where she came from, but the portal didn't appear. She placed a hand on the wall near her and hit it.

"You can't do this!" Litwick said as GLaDOS lowered herself again. "She's not an animal, she's human!"

"HUMANS THINK THEY CAN TAKE US OVER," GLaDOS said. "WELL THEY'RE WRONG. THEY THINK THEY ARE MORE POWERFUL THAN OTHERS AND ALL. THAT IS WHY I FILLED THE ENRICHMENT CENTER WITH A DEADLY NEUROTOXIN TWELVE YEARS AGO.

"Twelve... A neurotoxin?" Litwick repeated. "Look, lady, I don't know what it is you're doing here, but I'm going to stop you!"

GLaDOS came face to face with him again, her light narrowed as if she were squinting. "OH? I WOULD LIKE TO SEE YOU TRY. YOU ARE WHAT THE REST OF THE HUMAN INHABITANTS ARE. PATHETIC."

Litwick smirked. "Technically..." He unfastened his cloak and his wings burst from behind him, startling GLaDOS. He pulled out a sword from behind him and breathe a green fire onto it, lighting it aflame. He cut a circle on the wall and pushed it out, watching it fall into the abyss below. "I'm half-human."

He jumped down and felt the wind on his face as he fell below. Wherever this enrichment center was, it was somewhere with a lot of land. After a few seconds of falling, Litwick saw metal pillars popping out of the wall quickly. He guided himself around them, almost getting squished, and continued down, he reached a tiled floor and cut a hole open. It was more difficult as this was wall made of metal, but he made it. Imagine his surprise when he felt heat hit his face.

Lowering his head inside, he saw the room engulfed in fire and the woman hitting the wall again. The panel was very close to depositing her in the room. She hadn't seem to notice him yet. Litwick looked at the other side of the room and saw another platform. There, there was a door. How could she get there?

Lowering himself inside to hang from the hole with one hand, he used the other to whistle to gain the woman's attention as he didn't know her name. The woman looked up, startled.

"Over there!" Litwick shouted, pointing to the door. "Try shooting over there!"

The woman looked over at the door before nodding. She used the portal gun to shoot and the orange circle appeared. As she did, GLaDOS spoke again. "WHAT ARE YOU DOING? STOP IT! I-I..."

She used the blue circle at the wall near her inside the room and walked into it. She reappeared by the door and looked much well relieved.

Litwick smiled. He swung forward like on a rope and hovered straight, landing on the platform.

"Who are you?" the woman said, pointing the portal gun at him. "Where did you come from?

"My name is Litwick," he explained. "I came from another world. I entered this one and came across GLaDOS, that thing that was speaking earlier. When I saw what she was going to do to you, I decided to help,"

The woman lowered the gun. "Thanks, I guess. Another world? I didn't think that was possible."

"Most people don't know about them," Litwick said. "_She_ does, apparently. How did you end up here?"

The woman groaned. "I don't remember. I just woke up in a chamber and began the testing. It may have been a few hours ago, I think, but it's felt like so long ago."

Litwick frowned. "GLaDOS is planning to kill you," he said. "I say we get to her, first."

"How? We don't even know where she is." She opened the door and entered a mess of states.

"Where do you think I came from?" Litwick said. "I can't carry you up, no offense, but you're too tall for me to carry. We'll have to take a ride up." He pointed to the ceiling to a door far above them. A matter of obstacles awaited,

"I'm Chell, by the way," the woman said. She unbuttoned her collar and took the shirt of her jumpsuit off, showing a tank-top with the Aperture logo on it. She tied it around her waist and used the portal gun to make an orange circle above them. "Let's kick some tin."

* * *

><p>"What is that thing?" Merida asked as she stepped onto the podium. In front of her was a pedestal with a very clean weapon on it. "It looks like something from another world."<p>

"It is..." Alyx said. She walked up to it and reached her hand out nervously, almost as of touching it would harm her. "I... I can't believe it... I can't believe Litwick has it..."

"Alyx?" Rapunzel said.

"It's... It's the portal gun!" Alyx exclaimed. "The portal gun! _The_ gun! It's right here!"

"Portal gun?" Merida repeated.

"It's a very popular story back in our homes," Alyx explained. "There's a story that there was a woman, Chell, who was imprisoned as a human test subject for the portal gun. She escaped, but no one's heard from her since! She's a totally mystery! No one's met her, and the laboratory that she escaped from couldn't be found either! She used this portal gun to escape! I can't believe he actually has it!"

"How does it work?" Rapunzel asked, stepping up and lifting the gun from its pedestal. "Wow, this is really light."

"Don't touch it!" Alyx and Merida said at the same time. Too late.

A deep rumble filled the room. The room began to shake, like an earthquake, and the ground split apart. It began to rise, and in a few moments, the exit was so high above them, Alyx was positive that Rapunzel's hair wouldn't reach.

"Great, we're trapped." Merida took the gun from Rapunzel. "Great job."

"It's not her fault," Alyx said, plucking bits of stone from her hair. "I think this is supposed to happen, though. This may be some kind of test to see if we can work the gun. Here, let me see it. Okay, I just put my hand in here... Alright, I feel the trigger. And if I pull it... Oh, look! The orange portal! Okay, how do I make the blue one...? Maybe if I aim it again... Nope, that just makes another orange one. Let's see... Oh, would you look at that! The knob here twists! Okay, so I just press the button again... Oops!"

"Put me down!"

"Sorry, Merida! I didn't realize the anti-gravity function was here! Okay, let's see... If I turn the knob this way... Okay, an orange portal again. And one click to the right...is the anti-gravity function. If I do two clicks to the left... Boom! A blue portal!"

Rapunzel stood in front of the blue portal and looked at herself from behind. She turned to look at the orange portal across the room, and herself again. "This is very strange."

"You're telling me," Merida said. She stepped onto the orange and stood next to Rapunzel in front of the blue. "I can see how this comes in handy, though."

"Let me see if I can reach the ceiling up there," Alyx stood against as far back as the wall as she could, then looked through the attacked eyepiece until she saw what might be the ceiling. She fired a blue, then looked into orange and smiled. "Here's our ticket out of here, girls!" She jumped inside it, groaning in pain. "Watch out for the change of gravity!"

Merida looked inside at what she thought was the wall, but was actually the ground. She smiled. She jumped inside, elbow first, and Rapunzel heard Alyx's shout of pain.

"Ow! Watch it, Red!"

"Oh, my bad. Didn't expect you to be lying around. Ah, well. Guess we're even, then."

"I didn't even hurt you!"

* * *

><p>"Chell, look out!"<p>

Chell turned around and ducked as a turret android fired at her. She used the portal gun to make an OP, what she called the orange portal, above on a wall. She then shot the blue portal, or the BP, at the android. The android fell in and dropped to the ground at the other side of the room, furring bullets randomly until it stopped.

_"No hard feelings..." _the android said.

Litwick used his sword to cut the machine in two. "We're almost there. I recognize this hallway."

They had surpassed the maintenance areas and almost died many times. The two of them worked together to get as high as they could, and through the entire journey, GLaDOS was trying to stop them.

One time, she had even tried to stop them with sweets. "UH OH, SOMEBODY CUT THE CAKE. I TOLD THEM TO WAIT FOR YOU, BUT THEY DID IT ANYWAY. THERE IS STILL SOME LEFT, THOUGH. IF YOU HURRY BACK."

Litwick turned a corner of an office hallway. Papers were scattered on the floor and chairs were knocked over. Other than that, the room was spotless of mess and dirt unlike the rest of the facility. "This is where I came in. See?" He pointed to a crater on the wall. "That used to be a portal of my own."

"This world you're from..." Chell said as they walked along the hallway. In the distance, they heard GLaDOS threatening them. "What is it like?"

"There's more than one world, you know," Litwick said. "There are worlds without magic, like this one, and some with, like mine. I come from a kingdom called Deltora, and, well... There were a couple problems I had with my family and when my dad died, I ran away from home. My brother is...also dead. It's like everyone I know comes to die."

"Not everyone," Chell said. "I'm still here, aren't I?"

Litwick managed a laugh.

"WHAT A SAD STORY," GLaDOS voice said over the speakers. "IT IS A SHAME THAT I WILL BE ELIMINATING YOU."

"Oh, shut up," Litwick said exasperatedly.

"Say, Litwick," Chell said. "Why are you helping me? You just met me."

"...I want to help," Litwick said with a shrug. "I don't know really. I guess it has to do with when I lost my son."

"YOU? A SON?" GLaDOS said over the speakers. "THAT IS IMPOSSIBLE. YOU SHOULD NOT BE OF AGE YET TO BEAR CHILDREN. ESPECIALLY PATHETIC CHIL–" She was interrupted as Litwick threw a green fireball at the speaker. In the distance, the words "that was not nice" could be faintly heard.

"As I saying. He wasn't my son by birth, I adopted him after his father abandoned him in the woods. I took care of him for a few years, but then I let my anger get the best of me. I did something I regretted, and he said that he hated me and left."

"Is he well?" Chell asked.

"Last time I check, no, not really," Litwick said. "He gets bullied for his small size. But he doesn't remember me. Not anymore. I couldn't help him if I tried."

Chell was silent for a moment. "I am sorry about that," she said. "So then, trying to help people is your way of coping?"

"Guess you can say it like that. Look, that door up ahead is her chamber." The doors automatically opened. It was just as Litwick remembered, only the big gaping hole was still there.

"WELL, YOU FOUND ME. CONGRATULATIONS. WAS IT WORTH IT?"

"Not really since I have to come across you again," Litwick said blatantly.

"NOBODY ASKED FOR YOUR OPINION!" GLaDOS snapped. Litwick raised an eyebrow. "NO MATTER. BECAUSE OF YOUR VIOLENT BEHAVIOR, THE ONLY THING YOU'VE MANAGED TO BREAK IS MY HEART. NOW I HAVE A SURPRISE FOR YOU. DEPLOYING SURPRISE IN FIVE, FOUR..." She was cut off when a round piece of equipment fell off her body.

"What is that?" Litwick said. He was cautious as he made his way towards it, in case GLaDOS were to attack.

"I HONESTLY DO NOT KNOW. THAT WASN'T SUPPOSED TO HAPPEN. WHAT IS THAT? I'VE NEVER SEEN IT BEFORE."

Chell stepped forward and used the anti-gravity system on the portal gun to lift the orb. It was rather large, she concluded, about half the size of a turret.

"WHERE ARE YOU TAKING THAT THING?" GLaDOS asked, but Chell only ignored her.

She seemed to be a lot more interested in a giant pit on the corner of the room, but the pit was closed shut. "Litwick, while you were in here, did you find a button?"

"Up there. Why?"

"I need you to go press it for me."

Litwick flew back up the railing, hearing GLaDOS say, "I'LL TELL YOU WHAT THAT THING ISN'T. IT ISN'T YOURS. SO LEAVE IT ALONE."

Litwick hit the button and looked out the opening of the railing and saw the pit open. "So that's what that does."

Chell dropped the orb inside the pit and even from where he stood Litwick realized it was an incinerator.

"YOU ARE KIDDING ME. DID YOU JUST STUFF THAT APERTURE SCIENCE WE DON'T KNOW WHAT IT DOES INTO AN APERTURE SCIENCE EMERGENCY INTELLIGENCE INCINERATOR?"

"Why does all of your technology in this world have such long names?" Litwick wondered out loud.

"THAT HAS GOT TO BE THE DUMBEST THING THAT–WHOA WHOA Whoa whoa whoa..." GLaDOS's voice suddenly became subtly different. It became high-pitched before returning its original prose, but something was still off. Her voice became smoother, more seductive, less computerized. "Good news," she said, no longer sounding like a robot. "I just figured out what that thing you just incinerated did."

"I think we made it worse," Chell said, standing next to Litwick.

GLaDOS's form went limp for a moment. "It was a morality core they installed after I flooded the enrichment center with deadly neurotoxin to make me stop flooding the enrichment center with deadly neurotoxin." At that moment, a green gas began to flood the room. A desk was moved so that it blocked the hole, and the exit was sealed up. "So get comfortable while I warm up the neurotoxin emitters."

Chell coughed. "This ain't good..." she said weakly.

* * *

><p>Merida yelled when a shadow threw knives at her. She ducked, narrowly missing them. "Where did they come from?!"<p>

"I don't know!" Alyx said. "Merida, jump!" She blasted a BP under Merida as she leaped, and used the OP over the side of the balcony, leaning over the sea below. The shadows fell into the blue, out the orange, and into the water far below.

"Those came out of nowhere!" Rapunzel said as she lowered herself from a large rock.

"We're not inside anymore, this entire courtyard may still be attached to the building, but we're still technically inside," Alyx said, leaning against a railing.

"So...what do we do now?" Rapunzel asked. Now they were outside, it was obvious with the moon shining down at them.

"I guess we sleep on it," Alyx said. "We're going to have to back inside in the morning to find the others."

"So what, we just sit here like a bag of bones and do nothing?" Merida snapped.

"First, we rest," Alyx declared. "We had to go through several more rooms involving the portal gun, princess, and I'm pretty tired from the shift of gravity. I'm used to it now, but I need to rest, and you can't tell me you aren't tired after the brief goose chase."

Merida huffed. "Fine, I guess."

There really wasn't much to use as blankets, so in the end, they undid Rapunzel's hair and used it all for a blanket. With some foliage, Alyx was able to make a decent fire to keep them warm, even though Alyx contained the body heat of a dragon, which technically she was. As she lay awake as Merida and Rapunzel drifted off to sleep, Alyx's thoughts were too disturbed by the portal gun.

Why was it here? How did it get here? How did Litwick get it? Was Litwick there at the Aperture Science Enrichment Center? If so, when? And why would he keep this a secret? Then again, he also kept secret that he was a dark fairy and had a twin brother. Was else was he hiding? An eloped relationship? ...Actually, that wouldn't surprise her.

* * *

><p>The first thing Alyx realized when she woke up was that there was someone over her. She reached for the portal gun, only to realize that it was gone.<p>

"Looking for this?" a soft and quiet voice said. Gothel held the gun up. "You might want to be quiet. You don't want to wake your friend and my daughter."

"Rapunzel isn't your daughter," Alyx said softly. The sun was just starting to rise; streaks of pink filled the sky.

"Maybe, but that won't stop me," Gothel said. "Soon, I'll have what I've always wanted, and Rapunzel won't remember a thing. Watch out below."

Before she can say anything else, a BP opened underneath them and they fell in. "Say hello to the marionettes for me!" Gothel called down the dark passage before it closed.

* * *

><p>"I let you survive this long because I was curious about your behavior," GLaDOS said, sounding more weak as another of her morality cores was incinerated, "Well, you've managed to destroy that part of me."<p>

Chell coughed, breathing heavy, an collapsed on the floor, the portal gun falling out of her grip.

"Chell!" Litwick flew to her side from the button , and as soon as he neared it, the incinerator gateway closed. It detects movement. No wonder Chell used the portals to drop the two cores in. "Chell! Are you okay?"

"Ca-can't breathe..." she gasped. Her eyes began to flutter.

"Why are you not feeling the effects, half-human?" GLaDOS said.

"I'm cursed, human afflictions don't affect me," Litwick said. "If Chell dies, I will personally burn this lab down with you in it!"

"Not if I obliterate you, first." A turret GLaDOSBaer in the room began to fire at him, and though the lasers did cut through him, he wounds and fabric healed immediately. "No." It may have sounded monotone, but even Litwick beard the disbelief in it.

Chell mumbled something incoherent, lightly tapping the portal gun with her hand. Litwick understood: he needed to finish the job. Picking up the gun, he quickly inserted his hand where Chell had hers, feeling the trigger. He hit the wall, and stood in front of the portal as he blasted the wall above, perpendicular to GLaDOS's moving and twitching frame. The turret fired at him, and at the last minute, he moved out of the way as the laser traveled through the hole, and hit GLaDOS. A morality core fell from her, and using the anti-gravity function, did the same thing Chell two times before. He blasted the OP above the incinerator and the BP by the button. He pressed the button, the incinerator opening, and dropped the core through the blue and into the fire pit.

Everything happened all at once. The portals disappeared and GLaDOS began to disassemble. They began to rise to the ceiling, and one by one, so did every object in the room. Including Litwick and Chell. A portal opened, some sort of malfunction occurring, and it began to suck everything to it. Litwick held onto Chell and tried to fly away, but it soon began to suck everything in.

The last thing he remembered before falling unconscious was GLaDOS's voice.

_"Over every mistake. You just keep on trying till you run out of cake. And the science gets done. And you make a neat gun for the people who are still alive. I'm not even angry... I'm being so sincere right now- Even though you broke my heart, and killed me. And tore me to pieces. And threw every piece into a fire. As they burned it hurt because I was so happy for you!"_

* * *

><p><strong>Songs:<strong>

**Rapunzel and Mother Gothel—"Evil Like Me" from Descendants**

**GLaDOS—"Still Alive" from _Portal_**

* * *

><p><strong>[1] I'm sure Chell has a subject number, but I don't know what it is. So instead, I decided to use the number for the year the first <em>Portal<em> game came out, 2007.**

**Bet this is another one you didn't expect. Yeah, I love _Portal_, it's one of my favorite games, and I really love the story for it!**

**For anyone who doesn't know, _Portal_ is a game that featured Chell going through what GLaDOS explained, various test chambers using the portal gun. Eventually, GLaDOS tried to kill Chell (or the player) the same way as in this chapter. The first game ends the same way this way did, with a portal malfunction and everything getting sucked to the ceiling.**

**Yes, _Portal 2 _will make an appearance, which means Wheatley will as well! It's a shame about Wheatley. I liked him. Also, don't trust the cake. It's all a lie.**

**Spaaaaaace!**

**-Litwick723**


	8. During Night at Freddy's

_"Dipper, what's the one thing I asked you not to do tonight?"_

_"Raise the dead..."_

_"And what did you do?"_

_"...raise the dead."_

_-Dipper and Mabel Pines, Gravity Falls_

_._

_"[You know], someone told me you don't need to be afraid of what you can't explain."_

_-Sarah Vernon, Haven_

_._

_"And you know what I saw in her [my mom's] eyes? Nothing. She didn't know who I was. She didn't even recognize me. I had saved her and lost her, too."_

_-Emma Swan, Once Upon A Time_

* * *

><p><strong>Present day<strong>

_"We're waiting every night to finally roam and invite newcomers to play with us. For many years we've been all alone. We've been forced to be still and play the same song we've known since that day. An imposter took our life away, now we're stuck here to decay."_

Jack held the Ice Rod up, moving it back and forth between the two windows. On his left, Bonnie was looking at him with an unblinking gaze while his head tilted to rest on his shoulder. To Jack's right, Chica had one hand up on the window, while her beak was wide open. They were both just standing there, and voices could heard, voices that were singing.

_"Please let us in, don't lock us away. We're not like what you're thinking. We are poor little souls who have lost all control. And we're forced here to take that role. We've been all alone, stuck in out little zone, since 1987. Join us, be our friends, or be stuck and pretend, after all you only got Five Nights at Freddy's. Is this where you wanna be? I just don't get it. Why do you want to stay? Five Nights at Freddy's."_

When the song ended, the lights turned off, and when it turned back on, both Chica and Bonnie were gone. Jack sighed with relief and dropped to his knees under the desk. "You guys can come out now. They're gone."

Elsa stood up, dusting her dress off as Jack helped Hiccup up. "What was that they were singing?" he asked.

"Probably some haunting song they came up with. I wonder if these animatronics have been taken over by spirits. This seems possible."

"Ghosts exist?" Elsa said.

"Based on what we've seen, that's a safe bet. Hey, that probably means that the world of Ghostbusters exists, too! I wonder if Ray believes in Jack Frost, I can get him to sign that limited edition prop I got from the original movie..."

"I hate to interrupt," Hiccup said with irritation, "but this phone is blinking. Why is it blinking?"

Jack walked up to the desk and saw a light on the phone blinking. "There must be a message. I did here it ringing when I woke up. Hey, how did you know it was a phone? You guys don't even have electricity in Berk!"

Hiccup looked like he got caught doing something he shouldn't. "O-oh! Um... Hiro showed me...? Yeah! Hiro showed me his phone! Last break! That's how I know, he showed me various versions! Heh heh. Heh."

Jack raised an eyebrow. This wasn't like Hiccup, there was no doubt that he was lying in the spot. He sighed; it was matter to be dealt with later at best.

He pressed the button and a man spoke up. "Hello, hello? Uh, I wanted to record a message for you to help you get settled in on your first night. Um, I actually worked in that office before you. I'm finishing up my last week now, as a matter of fact. So, I know it can be a bit overwhelming, but I'm here to tell you there's nothing to worry about. Uh, you'll do fine. So, let's just focus on getting you through your first week. Okay?"

"This is an occupation?" Elsa said. "What sort of crazy person would take this job?"

"They probably didn't know what they were getting into," Jack said. "Besides, this is a game. We need to go through five nights. Let's just see what the phone-guy has to say."

Phone Guy continued, "Uh, let's see, first there's an introductory greeting from the company that I'm supposed to read. Uh, it's kind of a legal thing, you know. Um, 'Welcome to Freddy Fazbear's Pizza. A magical place for kids and grown-ups alike, where fantasy and fun come to life. Fazbear Entertainment is not responsible for damage to property or person. Upon discovering that damage or death has occurred, a missing person report will be filed within 90 days, or as soon property and premises have been thoroughly cleaned and bleached, and the carpets have been replaced.'"

"Death?" Hiccup repeated.

"Bleached?" Jack added.

"Blah blah blah, now that might sound bad, I know, but there's really nothing to worry about. Uh, the animatronic characters here do get a bit quirky at night, but do I blame them? No. If I were forced to sing those same stupid songs for twenty years and I never got a bath? I'd probably be a bit irritable at night too. So, remember, these characters hold a special place in the hearts of children and we need to show them a little respect, right? Okay. So, just be aware, the characters do tend to wander a bit. Uh, they're left in some kind of free roaming mode at night. Uh...Something about their servos locking up if they get turned off for too long. Uh, they used to be allowed to walk around during the day too. But then there was The Bite of '87. Yeah. I-It's amazing that the human body can live without the frontal lobe, you know? Uh, now concerning your safety, the only real risk to you as a night watchman here, if any, is the fact that these characters, uh, if they happen to see you after hours probably won't recognize you as a person. They'll p-most likely see you as a metal endoskeleton without its costume on. Now since that's against the rules here at Freddy Fazbear's Pizza, they'll probably try to...forcefully stuff you inside a Freddy Fazbear suit. Um, now, that wouldn't be so bad if the suits themselves weren't filled with crossbeams, wires, and animatronic devices, especially around the facial area. So, you could imagine how having your head forcefully pressed inside one of those could cause a bit of discomfort...and death. Uh, the only parts of you that would likely see the light of day again would be your eyeballs and teeth when they pop out the front of the mask, heh. Y-Yeah, they don't tell you these things when you sign up. But hey, first day should be a breeze. I'll chat with you tomorrow. Uh, check those cameras, and remember to close the doors only if absolutely necessary. Gotta conserve power. Alright, good night."

"..."

There was a moment of silence as the message ended.

"Who wants first watch?" Jack finally said.

* * *

><p><strong>30 years ago<strong>

"Are you sure this is a good idea?"

"Nope! Hand me the flamethrower."

Zilla poked his head in his brother's workshop and saw Mage and Litwick very a large brown body. It was some kind of robot, with wires and gears and nuts and bolts lying around the work table. "Uh... What are you guys doing?"

"Oh, hi, bro!" Mage said, lifting the wielding mask off his head. As he turned around to face the other humanoid, the fire of the flamethrower nearly grazing over Litwick's fingers.

"Hey, watch where you point that thing!"

Zilla walked up to them and saw that the large robot resembled a bear. "What is this thing?"

"We're making an animatronic robot!" Mage said excitedly. The Sonic clone rummaged through a few sheets of paper to take out a blueprint. "See? I was in a world without magic under a glamour spell and I came across a kid's restaurant that needs a mechanic for new animatronics. They only had one, this bear, and they wanted a new animal mascot and color scheme. I'm thinking of making it gold, and maybe a bunny, too. Or rabbit."

"And I'm helping because he promised me chocolate cake," Litwick said. Sure enough, he reached to the table behind him and used a fork to cut a piece of a Black Forest cake. "Ooh! Strawberries."

"I thought you were vegetarian," Zilla said as he reached for the fork.

As Litwick slapped his hand away while he used a screwdriver on a leg, he said, "Well, there are a few exceptions. Chocolate is one of them. And besides, chocolate comes from a plant. Cocoa beans?"

"Touché. You guys need help?"

Mage looked up. His voice was muffled as he spoke through the mask again. "Actually, yeah. Can you to the next workshop over and bring in the head that's on the work table?" He pointed to the door at the corner of the room.

As Zilla walked over, he said to himself, "Another workshop? When did he get another workshop?" He entered the room and, sure enough, there was a bear head on the table. He picked it up, grunting at how heavy it was. "How many animatronics are planning to make, bro?"

"Just two!" Mage called back. "Both a different animal mascot."

As Zilla carried the head to the door, he began to hear faint whispering. He turned around, wondering what would be making such noises, but he didn't see anything. "Hello?" he called. The only answer he received was another whisper, louder this time. He tried to listen to it, but not even his super hearing could detect what it was. Maybe that was why Mage and Litwick weren't saying anything.

"Hey, bro! Hurry up!" he heard Mage call.

He shrugged, reminding himself to return later. He entered back in the first workshop and gasped.

Mage was sprawled on the floor, the flamethrower on and thrusted into his stomach. Litwick had multiple gear and other mechanical pieces piercing his left leg, so much so that he was hanging on the wall upside down. In shock, Zilla dropped the head, and something rather unexpected happened. The head hit the floor, yes, but then it bounced into the air. It levitated, and Zilla was too shocked to speak or to do anything. Then the head turned around and opened its eyes. They were a bright blue, and too human-looking to belong to a robot. Then it opened its mouth to let out an ear-piercing screech.

Zilla snapped his head up, panting heavily. His head had been on the workshop table, and the bear head was still next to him.

"Hey, bro! Hurry up!" he heard Mage call.

He shook his head. At least he wasn't sweating, but he felt like he would. He looked at the head and nearly jumped when he saw that the head was looking at his direction. The eyeholes were as empty as the workshop. He sighed. He took his phone out of his pocket and mumbled to himself, "Who you gonna call?"

He held the phone to his ear, and after the fourth ring, someone picked up. _"Hello?"_

"Hey, Ray. It's me, Zilla."

_"Oh, hey, Zilla. Listen, thanks for helping us out on that last case. Heh, Casper really is a friendly ghost."_

"No problem. But I have a favor to ask of, and I think another case for you." Zilla looked at head. He could hear the faint whispers again. "Call the rest of the Ghostbusters. I'll bring it over to your world in a few minutes."

_"'It?' So it's some kind of cursed object of something?"_

The whispers were increasing.

"Cursed or not, there's _something_ paranormal about it."

* * *

><p>Jack breathed for air heavily as he barricade the door with ice. "There. That should stop them at least for tonight. Now we can rest until tomorrow."<p>

Elsa sighed heavily, sitting on the desk as Hiccup lay on the floor. "This is the third night, correct? I imagined it would be more difficult as the nights progressed, but this is ridiculous!"

"You're telling me!" Hiccup said as he lifted his chin as he lay face first. "When I snuck out yesterday to try and get the painting, Foxy chased me down the hall! I almost didn't make it in time!"

"Then don't go by yourself!" Jack said as he froze the other door. "We've told you, Hiccup, it's too dangerous to go alone! We need to play the game by the rules! Nothing good happens when we break the rules, believe me! I have experience."

"Oh, you mean these movies that in no way have to do with our life?" Hiccup said as he sat up. "That's a good way to put it! How'd you watch them, anyway? Just flew in the theater or something?"

Jack groaned. "We don't have time for this, Hiccup."

"I bet you'd get the best seat in the house, wouldn't you? You're so cold, you'd send anyone three feet away from you! The reason no one can see you is because no one _wants_ to!"

"Hiccup! Enough!" Elsa snapped. "You should know better than to say something like that about Jack!"

"How's that working for you, 'your highness?'" Hiccup said, putting air quotes around the word. "I know enough to see why people were scared of you in your world, if you did have your powers, you'd kill us all by now! I'm glad you don't, you monster."

That single word was enough to break Elsa. She brought her hand to her mouth, stifling a sob as she fell into the office chair.

Jack couldn't believe Hiccup. Something was definitely wrong. Hiccup would never act so rude and arrogant to anyone, if anything, that was his cousin's Snotlout's job. Something happened to change Hiccup, but what? Then he remembered back when Hiccup was startled by the mirror. Was he replaced by his reflection? If so, where was the real Hiccup? Then he remembered back at the beginning of the first night, Hiccup called Freddy and the others 'animatronics.' How did he know what they were called? There was no way he's heard it from Hiro, there was no way for Hiro to bring it up into conversation.

He needed to test if this was the real Hiccup or his reflection. A legitimate excuse. "Hey, Hic, can you write a few things down? I've noted a pattern about the animatronics."

Hiccup huffed. "Fine." He grabbed a piece of paper on the floor and took out the pencil in his vest, gripping it in his right hand.

"Freddy hasn't moved an inch since the first night, and Foxy barely moves until the camera's off him and he's running down the fall. Bonnie is always on the left side of the pizzeria, and Chica's always on the right."

"At some point, Freddy must leave the stage," Elsa said. They both glanced over at Hiccup as he continued to write with his right hand. "Maybe on the fifth night? The nights just get more and more complex, don't they?"

"By tomorrow night or the next after, the painting might be left unguarded," Hiccup said as he drew the floor plan of the building. "If everything's set right, we might be able send one of us to the stage and get the painting. Once we get the painting, we win the game, right?"

_Bang bang bang!_

"Go away, Foxy!"

_Bang! Bang! Bang!_

* * *

><p><em>"If there's something strange in your neighborhood. Who ya gonna call? Ghostbusters! If there's something weird and it don't look good. Who ya gonna call? Ghostbusters!"<em>

"Mage!"

"What? It's a catchy song!"

Ray turned around as they walked through the Ghostbusters HQ. "Are they always like this?" he asked.

Zilla shrugged. "If anything, that's mine and Mage's relationship. You'd think that the two of them were brothers, Mage seems to bother Litwick like one."

Litwick opened his mouth to say something, but opted not to. Whoever it was, it seemed to remind him of something.

Peter, another buster, entered the room and saw the three other-worldly beings. "Are we being invaded by Zuul again?" he asked exasperatedly.

"Depends," Zilla said. "Is Zuul a humanoid?"

Peter chuckled and shook Zilla's hand. "Great to see you again, Scales."

Another man entered the main office. Ergon, carrying his equipment, said, "Who is the patient?"

Creating a rift through time and space, Zilla set the Freddy Fazbear head on the desk. "Where's Winston?"

"Spending time with his family this week," Ergon said as he knelt on the desk and brought his scanner to the head. "Ray said you experienced hallucinations?"

"And he also said that the head screamed and had big blue eyes." Mage emphasized by using two fingers to widen the loose skin around his own blue eyes.

Peter turned the head. "I don't see anything, but then again, it's not like we can just snap our fingers and be done with it," he said with a snap of his fingers to further prove his point.

The scanner Ergon had began to beep. "Got something." He waved it around the room, the six of them looking at the various directions it went in. The beeping increased as they slowly moved about the room. "Whatever it is, it's strong. We haven't seen readings like these since the Stay Puft Marshmallow Man ransacked New York."

"_What_ Man?" Zilla said, unsure if he heard right even with his super hearing. "When did _this_ happen?"

"Some time last year," Peter said. "Now everyone will know the year of '84 as the year the Ghostbusters saved the day."

"After their second in command wussed out first," Ray said.

Peter looked like he was about to argue—perhaps something that may have come up on more than one occasion—when Ergo held his hand up. "Shut up, you two. Look at that."

The six of them turned to where he was pointing at and saw a young child. He was a boy, maybe ten or eleven years old. The color of his hair was difficult to discern because he was faded, like a black and white movie, but it was very light. His back was turned to them, and he was tossing a ball in the air with one hand.

Mage walked forward, ignoring Zilla's silent protests. "Hey, kid?" The boy stopped throwing the ball in the air. "Whatcha doing here? You... You the spirit in the robot head?" He gestured with his thumb in the direction of the head to make clear of what he was saying.

The little boy said nothing. "I wanna go home," he finally said quietly. "I want my momma..."

Peter leaned back to whisper to Ray, "This kid's the reading that's stronger than the marshmallow that almost destroyed New York?"

Litwick began to walk to him, pulling Mage back. "Listen, kid, if you want, we can take you home. Back to your world."

Mage stage whispered, "Psst! Litwick!" Once his attention was gained, he pointed to the ground and added, "This is that world."

"I just wanna play with the other kids..."

Ray spoke up next. "Maybe we should just capture it and be done for the day?" he asked hopefully and with a bit of fear in his voice.

The boy turned around. His face was hideously deformed. His skin, if he had any, was peeling off, and one of his eyeballs was missing. The other was a clear blue, and he was covered in purple bruises. He had dry tear marks on his cheeks, and his black shirt with grey stripes was torn violently.

"The hell...?" Peter mumbled.

"I wanna go home!"

It was all so quick that they almost couldn't process it. The Freddy head on the table flew to the boy, landing where his head was. Various mechanical parts around the building also began to fly off. The light bulbs popped and the shards flew to the ghost. The pipes on the wall creaked ass they snapped off. Computers and phones in the room disassembled to their small pieces and flew away. Within seconds, the boy was gone. In its place was a seven-foot tall robot with a Fredy Fazbear head. A top had flew off a coat rack and landed on the head. The microphone from the boombox flew to its hand. The eyes opened to reveal crystal blue ones.

_"Hey, everybody! It's Freddy Fazbear!"_

* * *

><p>It was the final night. Four nights completed, and it was already five in the morning. Now, Jack was positive that Hiccup was not Hiccup. Over the past few hours, including from the night before, Jack saw how different Hiccup was acting. He was more hostile, both verbally and physically, and his appearance had changed as well. Before, when he had his helmet on, now it was used as a breastplate. Somehow, Hiccup managed to rip the horns off and spread the metal around his chest. He had cut his hair short toward the end of the third night, and intentionally wondered out to draw an animatronic or two to the office. He was dangerous, but they needed to care for the painting first.<p>

Jack had never felt so serious before in his life. Hep was all about fun and joy, but now, their lives depended on this. They've done well so far, but Jack was scared that if they got game over, they wouldn't be able to start the game again. He couldn't tell them that, especially not to Elsa. He was sure that she was traumatized by now.

"Hey." He bent down on his knees to match Elsa's eye level. In the distance, Freddy's creepy laughter echoed in the halls. This was why Elsa was on the floor, trying to block the voice with her hand over her ears. "We're going to get through this, okay?"

Elsa looked up at him. Tears were swelling in her eyes. She was terrified.

"We're going to get through this, and we'll reunite with not only our dragons, but with everyone else as well. That means you can see Anna again." Even though she had her ears covered, she knew exactly what he was saying. "Stay strong, Els." He kissed her cheek and set his forehead against hers as he cupped her cheek. He felt her physically relax, at least a little.

Once she was calmed down some, Jack stood back up. "You ready?" he said to Hiccup.

Hiccup might as well not even be called Hiccup. He was so different, that it wasn't him anymore. "Shut up and open the door!"

Jack pressed the button labeled DOOR that lead to the West Hall. Hiccup ran through, and Jack immediately closed the door. Jack then ran to the desk and brought up the the screen. He saw Hiccup run past the restrooms and into the Party room. He suddenly realized, where was Chica? She wasn't in her usual places. But neither was Bonnie. Foxy was gone from his place in Pirate's Cove, and Freddy just disappeared.

Then the power went off. Without power, the doors opened up and the lights turned off. The only source of light working in the room was the small screen light on the remote. Panicked, Jack fumbled with the remote before it slid out of his grasp to the floor. He made no move to pick it up. Instead, he went towards Elsa and pulled her under the desk. "We ran out of power," he said, his voice so low that he wasn't even sure if she heard him.

She understood, though, and softly began to sob.

A musical charm began to ring right outside the doors. It was so quint that under different circumstances, they would've enjoyed it. Instead, under the desk, Jack held Elsa closer to him when he saw a foot enter the room. It was big and brown. The screen illuminated it just a little. Jack cursed at the fact that he left the Ice Rod on the desk.

_And worst of all, the Hiccup impersonator probably wants to get rid of us. He's not coming back._

The footsteps made there way to the desk, right to where the two of them were. "_H-h-hey, friend! _**You're going to die **_you're not following the rules!_" Freddy said.

The last thing Jack saw was Freddy popping his head under the desk and the last thing he heard was Elsa screaming in horror.

* * *

><p>"Floor it!"<p>

Ray slammed his foot down on the gas pedal as the car swerved out of the driveway. It made a sharp turn on the street that resulted in Mage squishing into Peter.

"Sorry!" Ray called back. "Zilla! You track that thing yet?"

Over the radio, Zilla said, "Yeah, it's a few streets away, near some kids playground! You better get here and fast, that ghost bot is destroying everything!"

Litwick slammed his hand on the headboard. "Can't this thing go any faster?"

After the little boy made himself into a Freddy Fazbear robot, he began to rampage the streets, stepping on deserted cars and knocking streetlamps and traffic lights over. Zilla, being the only one who can fly, flew ahead to track it down, taking one of Ergon's walkies.

The car came to an abrupt stop in front of a park. Sure enough, there was Zilla, struggling to carry a car in one hand and a slide in the other while a mother and her children lay terrified behind him. "Go, go!" he shouted, throwing the objects back at the robot.

The mother picked up the children, uttered a quick thank you, and left the scene.

Litwick dug a seed on the ground as he exited the car and pine trees rose up from the ground, enveloping the whole park. When Freddy tried to smash through it, he was thrown back.

"These pines act as a magic shield," Litwick said out loud. "No way is Yogi Bear going to be able to escape without some damage, at least."

"Smart," Ergon praised before he picked up his machine. This was the very same machine that the Ghostbusters have been using to, well, bust their ghosts. The zap and colorful beam that appeared stuck to Freddy, who gave out a roar. "I got it! Remember, don't cross the beams!"

Ray and Peter activated their own devices from different angles and Freddy was stuck. "What now?" Peter called.

"Zilla! Can you find a way to get the ghost out of the body!" Ray shouted over the road of the wind and Freddy's pitched shrieks.

Zilla flew forward and used his tail to peel off a pipe and threw it to the ground. "Dismantle it!" he told Litwick and Mage. "The ghost is trapped, but we need to take apart the robot!"

Mage was the fastest, se he ran back and forth between the robot and a random spot on the field to lay down the metal and machines he'd take down. Zilla and Litwick used a more direct approach, attacking the robot head on. Even though it was a simple robot, it was clear that the robot was panicking at losing.

_"You're not following in the rules!"_ Freddy said in a sing-song voice. He unexpectedly grabbed Litwick's throat before ripping his own leg off and stuffing Litwick's into it. He screamed in pain as the mechanical wiring and gears inside scraped his left leg.

"Litwick!" Zilla was brought back to his hallucination. He looked over at the beams and thought of how hot they were, how much heat they generated on his scales. Mage ran back, but Freddy grabbed him and threw him to Peter. The beam Peter had went haywire until it landed on another target: Mage. "Bro!"

Zilla finally had enough. This ghost wanted to go home, but whatever his actions were were hurting his best friend and brother. He used all of his mutant strength to rip the Freddy head off the robot, a spark or two snapping. He threw the head down and with a renewed determination, flew with a dangerous speed around the robot and pulled off even the tiniest pieces.

"We're getting it!" Ray shouted. Peter stood back up and took out the unit they used to capture the ghosts. He slid it across the ground as the ghost boy finally appeared,

"You're not playing fair!" the boy cried. He was still as decayed as ever. "It's not fair! I wanna go home!"

"The only place you're going," Zilla said as the boy was sucked into the portable unit, "is a nice cell for your kind."

Litwick limped over to them, the leg still piercing his skin and wouldn't come off. Mage was awake, but barely, and his body looked singed.

Zilla ran to him and carefully lifted him. "You alright, bro?" he said nervously,

Mage smiled. "You gotta do better than hat if you want to get rid of me." Zilla only shook his head and rolled his eyes, but hugged his brother nonetheless. He didn't notice Litwick look away.

"What are we going to do about this?" Ergon asked, kicking at the head on the ground.

"I say we dump this in an incinerator somewhere," Litwick said. He then chuckled and said, "Oh, nothing I just remembered something funny."

"I agree, we need to get rid of it somehow." Zilla helped Mage to his feet and walked over to the head, picking it up. All around them, the trees slowly began to slide to the ground. "We need to check out this pizzeria, see what might've caused it. I... I-I-I... We..."

Mage frowned. "You alright, bro?" He placed a hand on his shoulder as Zilla looked at the head. "What's up?"

"They're... They're all around us..." Zilla said. His eyes became wide and alert. He dropped the head, nearly missing his foot, and clutched his hair. "They're all around us! Everything! Everyone! Al of them! All of us!"

"Whoa, kid, calm down," Peter said, placing a hand on Zilla's head to stabilize him. Zilla reacted by swatting his hand.

_"Sesrevi nunw onke htlla nini allivdet seted dnadetah tsomehtmi hekamll iwtahtef ilsihof noisicedhs ifles tsomeht ekamlliweh, srehtofo efilehtro efilsihnee wtebeso ohctsu myriafkr daehtne hw!"_ Zilla spoke so fast, it was impossible to tell what he said. _"Sesrevi nunw onke htlla nini allivdet seted dnadetah tsomehtmi hekamll iwtahtef ilsihof noisicedhs ifles tsomeht ekamlliweh, srehtofo efilehtro efilsihnee wtebeso ohctsu myriafkr daehtne hw!"_

"What did he just say?" Ergo said.

"I've never heard of this language," Peter agreed.

"Zilla? Zilla!" Mage shook his brother back and forth, but to no avail.

_"Sesrevi nunw onke htlla nini allivdet seted dnadetah tsomehtmi hekamll iwtahtef ilsihof noisicedhs ifles tsomeht ekamlliweh, srehtofo efilehtro efilsihnee wtebeso ohctsu myriafkr daehtne hw!"_

"Zilla!"

"It's no use," Litwick said. He voice was soft, caring. "I've seen this before." He looked to the discarded Fazbear head on the ground. "When residue dark magic seeps into a person's brain, it makes them unable to think straight, to think rationally. He's literally lost his mind."

Zilla was the floor, picking up pebbles as he muttered his message again. _"Sesrevi nunw onke htlla nini allivdet seted dnadetah tsomehtmi hekamll iwtahtef ilsihof noisicedhs ifles tsomeht ekamlliweh, srehtofo efilehtro efilsihnee wtebeso ohctsu myriafkr daehtne hw... Sesrevi nunw onke htlla nini allivdet seted dnadetah tsomehtmi hekamll iwtahtef ilsihof noisicedhs ifles tsomeht ekamlliweh, srehtofo efilehtro efilsihnee wtebeso ohctsu myriafkr daehtne hw..."_

"How do we get him back?" Mage asked desperately.

Litwick looked like he was telling someone their family member died. "We can't."

* * *

><p><strong>Songs:<strong>

**Animatronics—excerpt of "Five Nights at Freddy's" by YouTube's The Living Tombstones**

**Mage—excerpt of "Who ya Gonna Call" from Ghostbusters**

* * *

><p><strong>Okay, this chapter was a little hard to write because until recently, I never took much an interest for Ghostbusters, the original movie in '84. So I decided, what the heck? Not like it'll waste my time. So I watched it, and yes, I liked it! It was really good, and even more comedic then I expected it to be. So by the time I arrived at this chapter, I thought, 'How can I put the Ghostbusters in?'<strong>

**Then I remembered something: Supposedly, if they were to take place in the same world (which I did), then the events of Ghostbusters would take place before The Bite of '87. I also remembered that in FNAF4, the bite was committed by a gold animatronic, and before that restaurant was open, Freddy's Family Diner had a single animatronic? As seen in one of the FNAF2 mini-games, Purple Guy kills a child just outside the building. What if this one child was tethered to the Fazbear suit that then led to the events of the Ghostbusters in this chapter?**

**Yeah, I'm a crossover nut. Expect more. If you don't like it, so sue me. It's my story, and I seem to be getting praise for it, so you do tile it, then write your own story. I'm looking at you, Guest! **

**Also, I'm going to be busy with holiday preparations for a while, so I promise that on the 25th this month, I will present to with two new chapters! The exact time will vary, but I promise two chapters in nine days. Also, bonus points to anyone who can figure out why nine days. Hint: reference to a book about the gods of Asgard.**

**-Litwick723**


	9. Majora's Mask

_"I am not naive, nor my loyalty so easily bought."_

_-Princess Aurora, __Once Upon A Time_

_._

_"I wish she was dead. I wish they were all dead and we were, too. It would be best."_

_–__Finnick Odair, "The Hunger Games" series by Suzanne Collins_

_._

_"Unfortunately, the clock is ticking, the hours are going by. The past increases, the future recedes. Possibilities decreasing, regrets mounting."_

_–__Haruki Murakami_

* * *

><p>"My, my my! A dark fairy! And not only that, but a halfling! I've never met such an exotic specimen before!"<p>

"Specimen?" Litwick repeated. He did not like how he was mentioned as so. "How do you know I'm a dark fairy? And who are you, anyways?"

The man put a hand to his head, looking overly dramatic. He had bright red hair, and his purple robe reached down to his ankles. He had a large bag on his back, various masks sticking out. "Do forgive me! I come across as rather rude when I get excited. I am the Happy Mask Salesman, and like you, I travel the worlds, though I seem to be stuck in this one."

"You know about the worlds?" Litwick asked. "You didn't answer my first question."

"In my travels, I come across stories of old and young," the Mask Salesman said. He waved his hands dismissively, and he moved with such tenacity that it looked look he was moving one frame at a time. "Why, just three days ago I visited a land known as Skyworld, and I met a young angle who was quite pleased to tell me about you."

"Skyworld? What the heck is Skyworld?

"Lucina and Robin were right about you! You are indeed quite serious during a mission! Please, do forgive me," the Mask Salesman said with a wave of his hand. "I do believe that a bit of time travel was involved. But enough of that. You must have a reason for coming to Termina, correct? Must it do with these Heartless that are ravaging the mountains and seas?"

"You know about the Heartless," Litwick noticed.

"I know a great many things! These Heartless are under the control of Majora's Mask. It's a sacred mask that I went to great lengths to find, and just when I got it, that imp the Skull Kid stole it from me! Now he dons the mask and has found a dark power from it."

The ground suddenly began to tremble again, so much so that Litwick lost his balance. The Mask Salesman didn't even budge a muscle. "What the hell is going on up there?" Litwick said. He had grown adjusted to the room, and saw that a rock had dislodged and fallen. "An earthquake?"

"Not an earthquake," the Mask Salesman said. "The Skull Kid is bringing the moon of Termina to us, and if it hits, then all of the land will be taken off the map, including its residents."

Litwick looked at the doors again. "I have to stop this Skull Kid, then!" He burst out of the doors flying, saw that it was dusk, almost nighttime. Looking around, he saw the town deserted. There were flags and festivities set up, like some sort of festival was going to take place, but people were gone. Looking up, Litwick gasped as he saw the moon. It was _enormous_. The moon had to be almost as large as the town itself diameter wise, but mass wise, it looked like a building would come crashing down. And on the moon was a face with glowing yellow eyes, a pointed nose, and a wicked grin.

"That's right! Fall, why don't ya! You don't frighten me!"

Litwick looked down and saw that there was someone there, after all. A man, some sort of carpenter, and he was raising his fist in the air to the moon.

Litwick shook his head. "Idiot." He was about to go down and talk to the man when he suddenly felt a presence nearby. It wasn't a dangerous one, but it was a familiar presence... Where had he felt this light mana before? Was it... _No... It can't be... Here?!_

* * *

><p>Link stood outside Clock Town, looking up at the moon. Next to him, Epona dipped her head, probably scared out of her mind. "Hey, it's okay, girl," Link said, caressing the young mare's mane. "Everything's gonna be just fine. Why don't you head back to Romani? She'll watch over you until I'm done here."<p>

The horse have a sad neigh before nuzzling the green-clothed boy. Then she turned around, and with a cry, galloped across Termina field.

"Please take care of her, Romani..." Link said as he watched his friend leave. He reached into the bag attached to his belt and pulled out the Ocarina. This beautiful, blue instrument given to him by Princess Zelda was the only other connection he had left of Hyrule. When he left in the first place to find Navi, his fairy companion, he did not expect to literally fall into the land of Termina.

Termina was, no doubt, a parallel of Hyrule. Link was baffled at first, because Anju, the innkeeper in Clock Town, looked just like Anju in Kakariko village, who herded Cuccoos and was allergic to them. The sweeper of the bar looked like Talon of Lon Lon Ranch. And Romani and her older sister were exact copies of Malon, Talon's daughter, before and after Link used the Ocarina of Time to travel through time.

"HEY! LISTEN!" A shrill voice rang in his ear, almost making him drop the Ocarina. "Snap out of it, Link! We need to hurry and stop the Skull Kid, or else we'll have to rewind time again!"

"You couldn't have given me another second, Tatl?" Link said to the orb of light next to him. "I was just thinking, okay?"

"We don't have time to think!" Tatl said. "We need to go! Tael's in danger!"

"We can't even get up there until the clock tower opens up, until midnight, remember?" Link pointed out, directing to the now-set sun. "That's not for another four hours, at least!"

Tatl huffed, making a motion of turning and crossing her tiny arms as her wings were now facing the boy. "Fine. Be that way."

Link nodded. He was about to say more when he was suddenly alert. Impulsively, he took out his Great Fairy's Sword and Mirror Shield, then swung at the black creature. The monster, black with yellow eyes, resembled the patterns on Majora's Mask, and it even seemed to wear a mask itself.

"It's another Shadow Bug!" Tatl exclaimed. "There are more coming from all around! Use your Spin Attack!"

Link didn't even have to attack one and fend it off before a voice shouted out, _"Balloonra!"_ A sudden bubble of multi-colored balloons appeared, and someone dove from the sky and sliced through them. The balloons took off, popping like a violent bubble at the Shadow Bugs. Within seconds, they were all gone, and Link hadn't even gotten a chance to attack yet.

A figure with bat wings and bare feet landed in front of him. "You alright, kid?"

Link resisted the urge to grit his teeth. He _hated_being called a kid. He was always underestimated for his size and the shocked faces of when he saves their lives was always pleasing. "Just fine," Link said, sheathing his sword. Then he saw the giant key in his hands.

"This? It's a Keyblade. It's the only thing that can obliterate those Heartless."

"That's what those things are called? Heartless?" Tatl flew up a few inches to match the stranger's eye level. "We've been calling them Shadow Bugs since they first showed up at Woodfall."

Link noticed that the stranger looked uncomfortable all of a sudden. "Who are you? And what's with these Heartless things?"

He seemed glad to be some other source of attention. "Name's Litwick. I come from another world, and I'm here to– Ow!"

"Hey, check it out! This guy's got pointed ears!" Tatl said, hovering close to him and pulling his ear out. "They're not like a Terminan, though. And what's with your eyes? Nice wings, by the way. What, are you a fairy yourself?"

"Tatl!" Link reached into his bag, pulled out a bottle, and jumped up to get the fairy into it. Once she was concealed, Link said, "I'm sorry about that, she can be pretty annoying sometimes."

"And this is why I never want to see a fairy again... Among other reasons." Litwick mumbled to himself, then looked up at the moon. "Shouldn't you be heading home to your parents?"

"Even if I had any, I wouldn't," Link said. "I'm the only one who can stop the moon from falling!"

"Before you go and doubt him!" Tatl said, flying out the bottle again. "You should know that Link's fought all kinds of monsters to protect Termina! He's freed these giants from the temples that border us, and he's helping me save my brother!"

"Giants?" Litwick looked at the moon again. "And these giants can stop the moon? How?"

Link thought he was only playing along because it was seen as a figment of imagination for a child. Humoring him, Link took out his Ocarina. "They taught me a song. I need to play it at the highest part of Clock Town, which is at the top of the clock tower, but the pathway doesn't open until midnight."

Litwick padded his foot on the grass. "Midnight, huh? Unless you want me to carry you up there, I can't think of any other way for us to get up," Litwick said.

Link did a double take. "Wait, you believe me?"

He turned to frown at him. "Yeah. I mean, I can sense a whole lot of light magic in you, kid. And I saw that sword of yours, it's no plaything. And I can also sense the mana from your Ocarina, it must be a pretty powerful instrument."

Link ran his thumb over the mouthpiece. "More than you know." Another tremble shook the earth. "There a little under four hours until the gateway to the roof opens. All we can do now is relax."

"Maybe pull in some practice aim?" Tatl suggested. "Those Ice Arrows of yours are a little shaky, remember?"

Litwick gaped as Link pulled out a bow and a quiver of arrows from his bag. "Yeah, I know. There aren't any targets, though... What?" He looked down at his bag. "Oh, this? It's a fairy-space bag. I got it back in Hyrule, in the Kokiri Forests where I grew up."

"Hyrule? Litwick tapped a finger on his chin. "I've heard of that place before."

"You have?" Tatl and Link both said, the fairy with shock and the boy with elation.

"Yeah. Never been there before. I've heard some stories about a hero who saved Hyrule from some crisis or other, I don't remember, to be honest, but I've definitely heard of it."

"See, Tatl?" Link said to the hovering fairy. "I told you! Hyrule's a real place, there's more to the outside borders of Termina!"

"There can't be anything outside Termina!" Tatl retorted. "I've told you once, I've told you before!"

"I'm just gonna step in before what I believe is to be a recurring arguments commences." Litwick stepped in between them, holding a hand to Link's forehead and Tatl's body. "Can you care to tell me what's going on? And how and why the Skull Kid managed to bring the moon this close?"

Link told them his whole story. He came from a land of Hyrule, and left to search for his fairy companion, Navi. A bit talkative she may be, she was still the first friend aside from a Kokiri named Saria that Link's ever had. Upon arriving in Termina, the Skull Kid turned Link into a Deku Scrub as a curse. As his journey continued, Link gained Tatl as a companion when she was separated from her brother, Tael. The two of them were friends of the Skull Kid. Link met the Happy Mask Salesman, and when he helped Link regain his human form, told him the tale of Majora's Mask and it's dark power. When Link went out to free the giants of the compass points of Termina, the Heartless attacked.

"You're here to get rid of these Heartless, then?" Tatl asked.

"Yeah, and to unlock the keyhole that's blocking this world from the others. Otherwise, no one's leaving."

"If we can defeat the Skull Kid, then I can finally get back on my journey to find Navi!" Link said excitedly.

"Speaking of which, Skull Kid has this Majora's Mask, right? Is it at all possible that the mask itself is controlling the Heartless rather than this Skull Kid character?"

Link shrugged. "I dunno."

Litwick only rolled his eyes. "Typical."

* * *

><p>There was only an hour left. Maybe less. The entire town was empty now, even the ignorant man who stayed behind. The sky was red, and with the moon so close and the tremors stronger with each passing second, it didn't do any good. The three of them were on the roof of a building, waiting for the inevitable of the clock tower to open.<p>

"Some nights I look at the stars and think of the times I spent with my family before I lost them," Litwick said, starting up conversation. "Other nights I think back to the people I've met and the lessons I've learned, the value I've gained. What do you tend to at night, besides sleeping I mean?"

"Hm..." Link thought about this for a moment. He honestly hadn't thought much about it. He was always so focused, and sometimes childish, but that was rare considering he time traveled to become a 17-year old and back. But still, he remembered the nights back in Hyrule when things were peaceful in the Kokiri Forest, and when he stayed the night for the first time in Hyrule Castle after completing his quest before Navi disappeared.

_"Some nights I stay up thinking in my fairy luck. Some nights it's too cold, too raw. Some nights I wish that I was back at the castle. Some nights I wish to just fly off." _He was living a grim life for a child, but he made sure to live it t the fullest. That's what he does, turn things around. _"But I still wake up, I still see the coast. Oh, gods, I'm still sure of what I stand for. For what I stand for, for what I stand for. Most nights, I sleep on evermore, oh, whoa, oh, oh."_

He was often mistook for a homeless child, which, in a way, he was. People would pity him, but he hated the pity. He was a strong warrior, stronger than the knights of the kingdom, and people underrated him for his size and age. _"This is it, then, this is war - what are we waiting for? Why don't we break the rules already? I was never one to believe the hype save that for the black and white. I try twice as hard and I'm half as liked, but here they come again to jack my style."_

He shook his head with a scoff. _"Well, some nights I wish that this all would end 'cause I could use some friends for a change. And some nights I'm scared they'll forget me again. Some nights I always win, I always win..."_ He remembered when he traveled through time, that not one of the Kokiri aged but he did. They didn't recognize him. He was home and saved the day, but he didn't feel like he won._ "But I still wake up, I still see the coast. Oh, gods, I'm still sure of what I stand for. For what I stand for, for what I stand for. Most nights, I sleep on evermore, oh, whoa, oh, oh."_

He looked up at the moon, thinking back to the Skull Kid, to his first encounter in the woods. _"So this is it. I sold my soul for this? Washed my hands of that for this? I miss my new best friend for this? No. When I see stars, when I see, when I see stars, that's all they are. When I hear songs, they sound like a swan, so come on. Oh, come on. Oh, come on! It's for the best I didn't listen... It's for the best we get our chance... Oh... It's for the best I didn't listen... It's for the best we get our chance... Oh..."_

Fireworks popped up the air. Apparently, some sort of timer had been set. Either that, or some idiot was still behind. The clock tower tilted so that the round orb at the top was on its side and the wooden panel flew up and stone pathways lowered to let people on. It was time.

* * *

><p>When Litwick heard 'Skill Kid,' he expected a literal kid with a skull for a head. Instead, the imp looked like a form of a scarecrow with dark orange and brown clothing, even a straw-like hat. The visible part of the arms and legs looked to made of wood, and the head was as well. Then there was the face. The face was covered by a mask, a purple, heart-shaped mask. Next to the Skull Kid was a purple-glowing fairy, whom Litwick could only assume was Tael.<p>

"Sis!"

His suspicions were confirmed when Tatl shouted, "Tael! Look out, you're going to get hit!

Tael didn't seem to heed his sister's warning and flew closer. "Swamp. Mountain. Ocean. Canyon. Hurry... The four that are there... Bring them here..."

Skull Kid reacted by swatting the fairy with the back of his hand. "Don't speak out of line! Stupid fairy!"

Tatl gave of an angered ding, like bells ringing. "That's it! I won't let things go the way you expect them to!"

"Well, whatever," Skull Kid said carelessly. "Even if they were to come now, they wouldn't be able to handle me... Hee, hee. Just look above you..." He paused, directing their attention to the moon above. "If it's something that can be stopped, then just try to stop it!" Litwick noticed that Link pressed his hands over his ears, and a second later, Skull Kid let out an animal cry. It was so shrill and loud it could burst glass at its resonance.

There was another rumble, and this time, the moon was actually lowering to the ground. The face seemed to be peering down at them as it neared closer and closer to them.

"Link, you have to it!" Tatl shouted. "Hurry!"

Link fumbled to take his Ocarina out, but as soon as he did, a tentacle snapped forward and ripped it out of his hands. "What the–?"

"It's a Heartless!" Litwick cried as he jumped as spikes hit the spot he was standing at earlier. This Heartless was big, just like the one in Stan's mindset, but it had its differences. For one, it's eyes were faded, and shaped the same way as Majora's Mask. It has tentacles as feet, and one of them had the Ocarina of Time. It was a slithery creature, like a snake, and it's jaw hung open to let out out a deep roar.

"Get the Ocarina!" Link shouted as he pulled out his Great Fairy's Sword and swiped at the tentacles that neared him. "Tatl, can you lock me on?"

Litwick swiped as blobs were spat to the ground. The blobs became active and began to make their way to him. Using a few ice-related spells, the blobs froze in blocks of ice—enough for him to jump higher rather than fly blindly.

Link used his ice arrows again to try Litwick's tactic, but the bow was knocked out of his hands. The blue gem attached to the bow and the arrow Link had nocked made their way to Litwick as he hit the ground just as the Ocarina was swiped out of his grip. He picked up the arrow and got an idea. "Hey, Link!" he called. He held up the arrow, the gem embedded in the stone tip, and it began to glow. "Catch!"

He threw it across the battle stage, and the arrow became longer and larger. The wood turned blue and thick, and the gem reshaped to resemble a diamond shape. When Link caught it in his hands, it was no longer an Ice Arrow. It was an Ice Rod.

"Sis!" Tael shouted. The moon was much closer.

Tatl and Link dodged another attack, and Link didn't hesitate to concentrate on using the Rod to freeze the tentacle in place. Link ran up the ice path, being careful not to slip, and timed his jumps to land on another tentacle.

"Use a powerful blast on three!" Litwick said as he stood perpendicular to Link. "One! Two! Three!"

The two of them used their combined attacks of ice and cold to make what might be the world's largest ice cube. The Heartless became completely encased in ice, and then it started to crack. When it shattered, so did the Heartless. The remaining grey mist, just like in Gravity Falls, made a bright light of a keyhole.

"Quick! We still need to call the giants!" Tatl said.

Litwick picked up the Ocarina and tossed it to Link. "Play it, kid!"

Link put the mouthpiece to his mouth and began to play. It was a simple melody, only a few notes, but they echoed in the now-silent night. There was another shake, but even Skull Kid seemed to affected by this one. He looked around himself, as if searching for something. An deep sound could be heard. Then he let out another screech, one of pain, as he gripped his head.

In the distance, the deep noise began to echo back the notes that Link played. It was a loop, playing over and over as they got closer. Litwick saw why soon after. From the four compass points of Termina, four giants made their way to Clock Town. Each giant looked like a head with arms and legs, hardly any body. They all stepped over the walls of the town and made their way to the moon.

It was so close, Litwick could fly up and touch it if he wanted. It wouldn't be be first time he's been so close to a moon.

The giants held up their hands, their musical voices turning to grunts as they struggled to stop the moon. Then, all was silent. No tremors. No singing. No cries. No voices.

Silence.

"It stopped..." Tatl said ever so softly.

"Sis!" Tael flew to his sister, the two embracing each other as much as the glowing fairies can.

Despite the uneasiness, Litwick couldn't help but smile. "This is what I want to live for now," he said to a grinning Link. "I wasn't always a helpful person. In fact, I used to dwell in dark magic a long time ago. But then I remembered what someone from my past old me about dark magic, and making right choices. So, I decided to start a new leaf."

Link chuckled. "You're weird, but I guess that's what makes you a good ally." He looked up at the keyhole. "Is that what's locking this world away from the others?"

"Yep. This was easy, actually." He frowned. "Too easy..."

Tatl rammed into the unconscious Skull Kid in the floor as hard as she could. "Well... Now you should be awake... Stand up!"

"Wait, sis..." Tael pulled Tatl back before she could ram him again. "Don't be so hard in the Skill Kid. He was lonely."

Tatl looked at him with what the others could assume was incredulousness. "He was trying to destroy everything around him," Tatl commented, turning back to look at the unconscious imp. "That's not the same as a lonely child."

"The power of the mask made him do it," Tael said. "It was too much for the Skull Kid to handle."

"Yeah, yeah, I know," Tatl resented, shaking her head. "But that still doesn't make him any less of a fool."

**Certainly, he had far too many weaknesses to use my power.**

"Yeah! He– Huh?"

The four of them turned to the limp imp on the ground. He was lifted into he air. **A puppet that can no longer be used is mere garbage.** The purple mask twitched, and the Skull Kid's body fell back to the clock tower. Majora's Mask remained floating in the air, independent of anything. The small, wooden face let its eyes bare directly into Link's and Litwick's. **This puppet's role has just ended.**

Another tremble. This time, the moon was seeming to force as the giants struggled to hold the moon above the town. The moon's ominous eyes glowed as the voice spoke again.

**I...shall consume... Consume... Consume everything...**

A swirling purple light enveloped the area Majora's Mask was hovering in and was sucked into it, straight into what would assume to be the moon's mouth. Only blackness followed.

"This isn't good!" Tatl exclaimed. "Let's go back! Hurry! The Song of Time! The Song of Time!"

"Is this how you knew your brother would get hit?" Litwick asked. "You've relived this day over?"

"Yes! We need to go back again and think of another plan! Link, hurry!"

Link looked at the instrument in his hands before pocketing it. "No way! We can't keep on running forever! We need to stop this thing once and for all!"

Tatl looked at the direction Majora's Mask flew away at. "You want to go up there?" She sounded as if Link was going on a suicide mission, which he technically was. "Ugh! Fine! I guess someone has to bring your body back."

Litwick managed a smile. "Don't worry, I'm coming along as well!" He turned to the keyhole. "My way out would have to wait, there's no way this world is going if the multiverse map!"

"Sis, wait!" Tael flew to them as they neared the light.

"Tael, stay here!" Tatl ordered. She turned to Link. "You know, you've been a pain ever since I met you–"

"_I've_ been a pain?" Link raised an eyebrow.

"–but you never give up. I admire you about that. Now let's go!"

* * *

><p>It was quint, it was peaceful. The beautiful field was dotted with a small patch of flowers every now and then, and the green of the grass seemed to go on without end. The tree in the middle, or what was assumed to be the middle, was large and thick. Five children were wandering around, one sitting at the foot of the tree while the other four were running around, their laughter faint from the distance. The sky was a clear bright blue with no clouds.<p>

"Whoa... I didn't know what to expect up here, but this definitely isn't it..." Link had the Great Fairy's Sword in his hands, the Mirror Shield and the Ice Rod on his back. "What do you think, Litwick?" No answer. "Litwick?"

Tatl flew to him and tapped his head. "I think he's broken."

Litwick took a moment to compose himself. "It... It can't be..."

"What's up?" Link looked at the field before he saw a look of recognition, shock, fear, and longing in his eyes. "Wait... Do you know what this place is?"

"It's... It's the Meadow..." Litwick reached forward as if he were reaching for a tangible object. "...but this is impossible... The Meadow burned down..."

They walked forward as one of the children walked up to them. Tatl and Link tensed a little, as the mask the child wore resembled that of the monster from the first temple, but Litwick didn't notice it. He was more attracted to the child. He had in all white, pants and shirt while barefoot, with a mop of brown hair. He held up his hand and Litwick hesitantly took it.

"Masks..." The child let go of Litwick and turned to Link. "You have...a lot. You too... Will you be...a mask salesman?"

"Masks..." Litwick repeated, too stunned to say anymore.

"The masks... Give me some..."

"Um...sure?" Link reached into his fairy-space bag and took out two masks. One looked like it covered the face, with a strange man on top of it, and the other was more of a hat shaped like a cow.

"Thanks..." the boy said. "You... You're a nice person... Aren't you? Umm... Can I ask...a question?"

"Sure, I guess." Link felt uncomfortable. This was too surreal, not to mention Litwick knew this place. It probably formed from his imagination.

"Your friends..." the boy said, swaying. "What kind of...people are they? I wonder... Do those people...think of you...as a friend?" Then he turned around and ran off, the two masks in his hand. He faded away.

"That... That was..." Litwick sank to knees, placing his hands on the ground and clenching the grass. "This...can't be real... How did this...?"

"Maybe we should leave him for a bit," Tatl whispered to Link. Whatever he was experiencing, it was definitely personal.

The two of them went on to the rest of the children who also donned the masks of the monsters they've fought. The second child asked for four masks, the third for six, and the fourth for eight. They even all asked a question before disappearing.

"You... What makes you... happy? I wonder... What makes you happy... Does it make...others happy, too?"

"The right thing... What is it? I wonder... If you do the right thing... Does it really make...everybody... happy?"

"Your true face... What kind of...face is it? I wonder... The face under the mask... Is that your true face?"

Litwick still seemed to be disbelieving, and Link didn't believe him when he said he was fine. Whoever this little boy was, the same boy as all the children, and this location obviously meant a lot to him. A family member, perhaps? A brother? Cousin?

The last child wasn't like the other ones. He had on Majora's Mask and had red hair as opposed to the brown. The child was sitting, his hands over his knees. "...Everyone has gone away, haven't they? Will you play...with me?"

Link stepped forward. "Yeah, we'll play with you."

The boy stood up. "You don't have any masks left, do you?" Link reached into his bag and paused. He looked like he was going to take something out, but didn't from a change of mind. He shook his head. "Well, let's do something else then," the child decided. "Let's play good guys against bad guys... Yes. Let's play that." He offered his hands and a mask appeared into it. It neared a strange resemblance to Link. "The Fierce Deity... I wonder... can you control it? Are you ready?" the boy asked ominously. "You're the bad guy. And when you're bad, you just run. That's fine right?"

Litwick put his hand behind his back and from the corner of his eye, Link saw the giant key materialize from his hand. The Keyblade, was it?

"So... Shall we play?"

* * *

><p>They stood in a different room. This room was decorated in various colors, mostly deep hues of red, blue, and purple. Almost like the night sky. The room was hexagonal-shaped, and on four of the walls were the masks the children were wearing. With no children to distract him, Litwick notice that the masks resembled a warrior, a bull, a fish, and an insect, all in monstrous forms.<p>

Majora's Mask itself was on the other side of the room. It hovered into the air again, and long, thin tentacles like the ones the Heartless had swung out of it.

Link used his sword to swing, and missed barely. "Link, jump!" Tatl cried. He did, and saw why. Majora's Mask acted as a disk, spinning wildly on the floor as its tendrils whipped around, almost hitting him if Tatl had not warned him.

"Shock Wave!" Litwick picked Link up in his arms as he flew up, raising his Keyblade to the air. When he did, a spark of electricity burst forth to the ground, electrifying room's floor, as well as Majora.

**Impudent pest. Apparently, I need assistance!**

Majora's Mask took to the air again, and this time, the masks on the walls took to the skies.

Link jumped down and used his Fire Arrows to burn them, but though they did light up, they didn't scorch. "Litwick, take care of Majora! I got these things!"

"You sure?" Litwick clarified as he grabbed one of the masks by its horn and threw it across the room, barely avoiding a ball of light that it emitted.

"He's crazy! He does stuff all the time! He'll be fine!" Tatl said encouragingly, which didn't really seem to bode well.

Litwick was about to say more when a beam of heat grazed of his shoulder. "Ah!" He hissed in pain as the wound healed, but he can still feel its after burns.

**You have a dark power within you. I must make it mine!**

"The shield!" Link said, throwing the Mirror Shield to Litwick. "Use the shield to send the beam back!"

The beam Majora's Mask gave bounced off the Mirror a split second after Litwick lifted the shield, hitting one of the hovering masks. It engulfed in flames and faded away. Instead of worrying about the other masks, which Tatl and Link were able to take care of, Litwick concentrated on reflecting the beam back at the Mask, which proved successful.

**You brat. Very well. It seems that I'll have to unleash a new form to rip the power out of your corpse!**

Majora's Mask's tendrils vanished within its body, and it began to vibrate in the air. Suddenly, it grew thin legs and arms like a spider's, and a single eye above the point where the heart-shaped mask rested.

**Suffer the Incarnation for the rest of your miserable afterlives!**

Majora's Incarnation moved nimbly, as if it were dancing, and even gave off strange sounds.

"And I thought Bill was a wacko," Litwick mumbled. "Hand over that Ice Rod!" Before he can catch it, he was suddenly swept off his feet as the Incarnation ran past wildly, almost as if it were indeed dancing. The Ice Rod was kicked out of his reach and across the room. "Freeze the floor! Make him slip!"

Link ran to the Rod and locked it up. "And after that? What?" Link asked as he pointed the Rod at the ground as the Incarnation ran to him.

"I don't know! Attack!" Litwick stood back up and was baffled by the sight of the Incarnation doing a ballerina dance on the ice. "What the-?!"

"Knock it over with the shield!" Link shouted.

It took Litwick a moment to process that the shield was on the floor. He grabbed it and aimed at its feet, sliding it so that the Incarnation slipped. He did, and hit the floor in a temper tantrum like a child. "Hit it!"

Link used his Fairy Sword to strike at the Incarnation's back. "It's getting up again!"

The Incarnation threw Link off, and Tatl quickly attended to him as it crab-walked toward Litwick. _"Strike Raid!"_ The Keyblade flung to it and back into his arms, and just as it did, the Incarnation threw static balls at him. "Whoa!" Litwick raised the Keyblade to block the attacks, and they were very strong to almost knock him off his feet.

**Enough of this!** The Incarnation stood up again, dancing, only this time it was more livid and obscure. **Don't you disrespect me little man! Don't you derogate or deride! **_**You're in my world now, not your world. And I got friends on the other side... Ghost images of the four masks from before appeared.**_

_**He's got friends on the other side...**_ the apparitions said.

_**Sit down at my table, put your minds at ease. If you relax it will enable me to do anything I please. **_Images appeared. They were faint, but they were of Link and Litwick. It was vague to tell what they were doing, though.** I can read your future. I can change it 'round some, too. I'll look deep into your heart and soul... **He looked at Litwick.** You do have a soul, don't you, Dark Fairy? Make your wildest dreams come true!**

Link and Tatl looked at Litwick in shock. _Dark fairy?_ Link mouthed. Litwick grunted and gritted his teeth.

Majora's Incarnation waved its hands in an acrobatic manner as other images appeared, all relating to dark magic._** I got voodoo! I got hoodoo! I got things I ain't even tried! And I got friends on the other side. **_Two of the masks conjured three cards each, each set going to an awaiting Link and Litwick. _**The cards, the cards, the cards will tell. The past, the present, and the future as well! The cards, the cards, just take three. Take a little trip into your future with me! **_The first card landed in front of Litwick. _**Now you, young man, are from across the sea... You come from two long lines of royalty...**_

_Royalty? Litwick is a royal from across the Bay? _Link thought. The first card, sure enough, showed a coast with a kingdom.

_**Your lifestyle's high, but your hopes are low. You were to marry a lil' honey who's olive to and fro! **_Litwick grit his teeth. Whoever this 'olive' was, apparently, meant a lot to him, Link noticed. A past lover? He was going to marry her? The card showed a wedding, which then fell to ruins, followed by an image of Litwick fighting what could be darkness. **You just want to be free, don't you? **the Incarnation continued. **Be free of your curse and live the life you want with your ice mage girlfriend? Then what you need is blood. **_**It's the blood, it's the blood, it's the blood you need. And when I look into your future, it's the blood that I've seen. **_The third and last card showed red. Only red.

Majora's Incarnation turned to Link next. _**On you little man, I don't want to waste much time, you been pushed around all your life. **_The card showed, sure enough, images of Mido back in the Kokiri Forest, ordering Link around. _**You been pushed around by your kin and your kind and your neighbor. And if you was in Hyrule... You'd be pushed around by the princess. **_The second showed Zelda, looking irritated as Link tried to talk to her. _**But in your future, the you I see is exactly the boy you always wanted to be!**_ The third card was cruel; it showed Link on the throne of Hyrule, with Zelda and Mido on their knees.

Link shook his head. Yes, he wanted to be recognized, but he didn't want to be ordering people around! And besides, Zelda was always patient around Link, more so than Impa.

**Shake my hand. **Majora's Incarnation offered the both of them his colorful, evil hands. **Come on boys. Won't you shake the poor sinner's hand? **Neither took them. Instead, they raised their weapons and backed away a few steps. **Very well.**

The masks began to bob up and down as they began to him over and over. _Bum bum bum bum bum bum bum..._

_**Are you ready? Are you ready? **_The Incarnation began to change. _**Transformation central. **_Its legs became buff and thick. _**Reformation central! **_It's thin arms tripled in size. _**Transmogrification central! **_Can you feel it?

The Fierce Deity Mask flew into the air, floating to Link. He dropped his sword and walked toward it. _**You're changing, you're changing, you're changing, all right. I hope you're satisfied. **_The eye on Majora became a head, and no matter how many times they tried to stop him, Litwick and Tatl were useless to stop Link from putting the mask on his face. _**But if you ain't, don't blame me. You can blame my friends on the other side!**_

* * *

><p>Link snapped his eyes open in shock.<p>

"Hey! He's awake!"

Tatl's voice rang in his head. He sat up and Litwick kept him stabilized. "You okay, kid?" He had a hint of worry, and maybe uneasiness and caution, in his voice.

"Yeah... What happened? The last thing I remember is Majora's Incarnation changing."

"He called himself Majora's Wrath that time," Litwick said. "Check it out."

Sitting up, Link that they were standing back in Termina field. Even Epona was with them.

The Skull kid was with them as well. Without the mask, his face had two orange-red beady eyes and a beak-like mouth. He was looking up at the four Giants, who were looking down at him. "You guys... You hadn't forgotten about me?" he said nervously."

The giant gave grumble.

The Skill Lid looked down, shaking. "You still thought of me as a friend?" Tatl and Tale flew close to him, soothing him.

The giant began to echo the same notes that Link played before atop Clock Town, and the giants walked away back to their temples.

"When the giants left, the Skull Kid thought they were abandoning him," Litwick said. He looked to Link. "Being alone can cause a person to do dangerous and crazy things."

Link blinked a few times. "But... What happened? Back in the moon?"

"You put the Fierce Deity mask on!" Tatl said a bit to quickly. "You took down Majora's Wrath and saved our lives!"

Link knew that there was more to the story, but decided not to question it. The journey was over. He can go back to searching for Navi.

The Skull Kid looked up after seeming to have been crying. "Did you... Did you save me?" he asked. He turned to looked at the giants again. "I thought they didn't want to be friends with me... But... They hadn't forgotten me... Friends are a nice thing to have... Heh, heh." He turns back to Link. "Can you be my friends, too?"

"Promise you won't try to kill us?" Litwick joked.

The Skull Kid giggled as he walked forward, alarming Epona slightly. "Eh-hee-hee... You have the same smell as the fairy kid who taught me that song in the woods..."

"Fairy kid?" Link thought. "Hm... I don't remember anything like that back in Hyrule..."

"Oh... So the evil has left the mask, after all..." The Happy Mask Salesman looked up from picking the discarded Majora's Mask from the ground. "Well, now... I finally have it back." He bowed, and almost did so in a blink of an eye. "Since I am in the midst of my travels... I must bid you farewell..." He walked past them, and the Skull Kid avoided looking up. He stopped in front of Litwick. "One more thing, Your Majesty. I came across the kingdom of Deltora. His Highness, Sir Lief, said that if I were ever to come across you, to give you this..."

He took out a wrapped package from his bag and handed it to him. Litwick took it in almost shock.

"Is Lief the kid that we saw in the Meadow?" Link asked.

Before Litwick could answer, the Salesman turned to look at him. "Should't you be returning home as well?" he asked. He walked farther away. "Wherever there is a meeting, a parting is sure to follow. However, that party mean not last forever... whether a parting be forever or merely for short time...that is up to you." He gave another bow. "With that, please excuse me..." Then he turned around and left.

Litwick looked up at the sky. The keyhole was still suspended in the air above the clock tower. "Well, both of us have gotten what we were after," he said to Link. "So this is where you and I part ways, isn't you?"

"You're royalty?" Link asked, making the other boy cringe. "And a dark fairy?"

"You don't act like a dark fairy, though..." Tatl said.

Litwick sighed. "It's a long story." His wings began to take off when he heard Link shout out.

"Litwick, wait!" Link ran up to him and detached the bag hanging from his belt. "Here. Take these."

Litwick raised his eyebrows. "What, really? All of this stuff?"

"Yeah. I don't need them anymore. I'm gonna take your implied advice and be a kid again, at least for a while. I can still search for Navi doing that, can't I?"

"Heh. Yeah, I guess so." He took the bag, finding how light it was. A crest with three triangles was branded on it. "Good luck, Link."

Link smiled. "You, too."

As Litwick flew up high to unlock the keyhole, he turned around and saw Tatl and Link talking, most likely saying their goodbyes. Link got into Epona's back and galloped off, with Tatl's final goodbye shouting after him. The last thing Litwick heard before entering the blue portal were the wonderful sounds of fireworks.

The festival had begun.

* * *

><p><strong>Present day<strong>

Litwick woke up next to the Lillian Devine. He was still debating whether the nectar tasted more like berries than honey despite the texture. He remembered that day in Termina as if it had been the day before. Link was a special kid, only the same age as Dipper and Mabel, yet he knew Link had a greater potential and pure spirit. But the package... Even to this day, the package was unopened.

Making sure the coast was clear, he imagines himself in his room and appeared there. He went to the bed and lifted it, taking the brown package out. Even to this day, the same brown paper it was covered in stayed. Horribly wrinkled, yes, but still covered its contents. The seal of Deltora was faded away. Sighing heavily, he unwrapped the package, swing a slip of paper fall out. Opening it, he recognized the handwriting. It was signed to Marvin rather than Litwick. His lips snuck a small smirk before he unwrapped the package fully. He gave a soft gasp at this. Then he felt his face wet again.

Tears? Yes.

Of sadness and pain? Not in the slightest. For the first time in almost 390 years, Litwick was in a true state of emotion.

* * *

><p>Litwick always did like the cold. Even before he met Elsa, before he played in the snow with Hiccup, he always loved snow and winter. And it seemed that winter was here in this world. This world reminded him of his own. The people here hadn't developed the technology that Aperture has, thank the gods, but seemed to be nearing the point. This town...what was it called again? Burgess? Yes, Burgess.<p>

It seemed to be under the attack of Heartless often, and people would whsiper that an invisible hero would save them. No one really know what or who it was, and it peeked Litwick's interest. With Gravity Falls and Hyrule, he needed assistance to rid the Heartless from their respective worlds. Litwick hated working with others, but when he knew there was no chance he can do it alone, he would enlist others to help him. It seemed that someone in this world was adapted to fighting the Heartless, and good thing, too.

And of all places to meet, he didn't expect to crash into him headfirst whilst flying above the trees. He and his counter both groaned as they fell to the ground. Litwick can fell his wings tether a bit, probably from being scratched against the trees branches. "Watch where you're flying, airhead!" Litwick scolded.

He looked up to see a teenage boy rubbing his head. He had snow-white hair and wore a white tunic covered by a brown cape. He had on brown pants as well and was barefoot. He had a shepherd's staff in his hand. He looked sickly pale, and his clothes looked covered in ice. "You can... You can see me?"

* * *

><p><strong>Songs:<strong>

**Link—"Some Nights" by FUN**

**Majora's Mask—"Friends on the Other Side" from The Princess and the Frog**

* * *

><p><strong>AN2016: I'm updating this chapter sometime in at the end of March 2016. THe sneak peak that was for the next keyhole location has changed. Orignally, it was going to be the location of <span>Mirror Mirror<span>, but I found myself unable to do so in these circumstances. So, I have changed the next keyhole location. His does not affect the main plot of _Darkness vs Evil_, it was something that I was going to do originally. It has just been changed.**

**-Litwick723**


	10. Memory Mine: The Viking

_"Tread carefully. It's dangerous __to confuse vengeance with justice."_

_-Mulan, Once Upon A Time_

_._

_"The past can hurt, but the way I see it, you can either run away from it or learn from it."_

_-Rafiki, The Lion King_

_._

_"[I'm] sorry."_

_"No you're not... I never want to see you again."_

_–Regina and Henry Mills, Once Upon A Time_

* * *

><p>It wasn't too difficult to navigate through the maze when they were a group of four. Zilla, Lantern, Anna, and Hiro made sure to stick together and not to wander off.<p>

When they finally did make it out, they found themselves in a large room. This room was bigger than the building itself, which they all found amazing. They understand what sort of magic could do something like this. The entire room was filled with dreamcatchers, purple stones on ledges, glass and metal canisters with writing, blue flowers on the walls, and glass spheres containing a ball of light.

"What is this place?" Anna asked. She looked at a canister and saw a name written on it, '_changeofheart505_.' "What does it mean?"

"Check it out," Hiro said, reaching for a purple stone. "This one has Jack's name on it." He held it up, searching for a way to see its significance. When he saw nothing, he set it back.

"Are these...forget-me-nots?" Lantern poked at a flower on the wall. It kept on moving as if there was a small breeze. "I know Litwick is a nature freak and all, but why does he have forget-me-nots here of all places?"

"And what's with these dreamcatchers?" Zilla reached for one and took it down. As he did, the ropes of the catcher began to glow. A faint image appeared, but he could barely make out what it was. "Guys, check this out. I think there's some sort of image in this thing." He wasn't as adapt to magic as he was to combat, but he at least knew something. As the other three crowded around him, he concentrated the mana to flow out of him and to the dreamcatcher to see the image inside.

* * *

><p><strong>392 years ago<strong>

The village was a bustling place. It was a place so far down south that there were little dragon attacks. In fact, most of these people had never even heard of the dragons raids, yet knew that such creatures existed. The mainland was a bustling place, after all. And this day in the village was no different than the other. The passing travelers were a bit more than usual, especially today's.

A young boy about eight years old was pulling a teenager by his hand. The boy has on a green shirt and a brown fur vet with thick pants and boots to warm him from the cold. The teenager had a red cloak, and his pants cut off a little under his knees. He wore a purple vest and had black hair. The most intriguing feature was the wrapping around his eyes.

"Come on, Papa!" the little boy said excitedly.

The teenager smiled and went walking on as the little boy pulled his hand. "I'm coming, I'm coming!"

The two of them walked through the crowded streets of cobblestone and lampposts. A carriage nearly knocked them over, but the teenager heard it and pulled the boy before it could hit them. Once they did so, the boy pulled the teen's hand again to a bakery. The bread and sweets were all too enticing, and it was nearing lunchtime, anyway.

The baker, a nice aging man, looked out the window and saw the two of them. "My, word. Does something ail you, lad?" the man said in a light accent.

"I'm blind," the teenager said, tapping his temples. "My son here guides me when we're rushing."

"Son?" The baker looked back and forth between the two.

"I'm adapted!" the little boy said. "I'm adapt. Ad...opated... Odopted? Ad...adopted! I'm adopted!"

The baker chuckled. "I see. Well, is there anything I can do to attend to your needs?"

The two of them ordered a few fresh buns and a loaf as they carried on. The older boy carried a basket containing the bread, and they continued on to buy cheese, a bottle of milk, a jar of jelly, and other food essentials.

Once they purchased what they needed, the two of them exited the village and into the nearby forest. The older boy took the wrapping around his eyes and showed white, empty eyes. "Good job, you didn't get us almost killed this time, Hiccup," he said.

Hiccup giggled. "Sorry. Let's go, Papa. I'm hungry."

Litwick only rolled his eyes as they continued. For the past six years, Litwick took on the role as Hiccup's father after he was abandoned in the forests of Berk. Since then, they've traveled together around the world, and they recently made their new home near a small village with a port and harbor.

Litwick set his hand on a tree and raised his hand. The trunk lifted and revealed a secret passage. Hiccup jumped inside and began to climb the stumps that acted as ladder riles. As soon as Hiccup entered the room above, he immediately began to take out two plates and cups. Litwick set the basket of food on a wooden table, and spread it equally while setting some aside for the days to come.

Litwick had made himself and Hiccup a very comfortable home in this village. It was literally a treehouse, just it was back on Berk, but with more room. There were two beds, though Litwick's was more of a cot. Nothing much decorated the room except for Hiccup's drawing and wood shop skills. He was a prodigy in that of itself.

As the two of them ate, Hiccup asked, "Papa, how come you look the same?"

Litwick clenched his knife a little at the question. "Hiccup, we already talked about this."

"I know why, but I wanna know how. How did you get cursed?" Hiccup was an adamant child, and Litwick wasn't sure which if his biological parents he inherited it from, but it was always there.

"Let's just say I come from a broken family," Litwick said. _Though I suppose you'd say that too. _"My dad was...killed, and my brother died. A witch that I met cursed me."

"Why?" Hiccup asked. "And what about your mom? Didn't you have a mom?"

_Damn_. "No, actually. My mom died when me and my brother were born."

There was a beat of silence. "...Papa, do you miss your papa?"

Litwick stopped eating. He hadn't thought about that in a long time, he actually hadn't thought of his father's voice and face. Until now.

He unconsciously rubbed his wrist. "Yeah. I do."

The subject was dropped after that.

* * *

><p>When Litwick woke up the next morning, he was surprised to see that Hiccup was still asleep. Usually a haywire like him would be up before the sun was, asking to go to the Meadow, a special place near the border of the town. The Meadow was closed off by a rock wall, so no one knew of its existence. They discovered it during a flight. Hiccup loved to fly.<p>

But this morning, Hiccup lay in bed, still asleep. He stirred a little, but otherwise was dead to the world. Litwick stood up, stretching as his muscles ached. Five hundred years and he still wasn't used to sleeping on hard surfaces. It was a literal pain in the neck, which was why he opted Hiccup take the more comfortable cot-bed.

Litwick sat on the edge of the bed, softly running his fingers through his brown hair. He looked up at the dream catcher in the wall, just above Hiccup's head. Recently he found out that dreamcatchers carried a special power other than being flypaper for nightmares. They could hold memories. The strings and ropes woven together by the person carries a memory, the most special memory of that person's life. As for Hiccup's dreamcatcher, it carried the day Litwick officially became Hiccup's father.

"Mm..." Hiccup squirmed a little, burying his face into the pillows. Litwick frowned. Hiccup was usually so upbeat, and even if he didn't want to wake Litwick up, he would entertain himself with what he had, mostly the Deadly Nadder toy he had with him that day in the forest.

Litwick pulled the blankets down a little. Hiccup looked...a little red. He placed his hand to his forehead, his eyes widening when he felt how hot it was. Hiccup had a high fever.

* * *

><p>It wasn't easy to leave Hiccup alone in the village for a few days, or even for a second. When Litwick realized how unwell he was, he carried him to the village, to the town healer. The healer was a woman that Litwick got to know as they lived in the village. Hiccup was very unwell, some sort of allergic reaction that they couldn't pinpoint. With no way to pinpoint it, how could they treat it? How was it that Hiccup's lived with Litwick so long and he never knew about any allergies?<p>

Litwick was forced to leave Hiccup with the healer for a few days, something he really did not want to do. Hiccup would wake up occasionally, but with a stuffy nose, wet eyes, and shallow breathing. Whenever Litwick visited in the afternoon and at night, the healer would inform him that Hiccup would always be asking for him.

Eventually, Litwick would just sit under the giant tree in the meadow. It was not a willow tree like it was in the song he would use as Hiccup's lullaby, but it still provided the shade for a child like Hiccup to frolic in. A Viking he was born, but a Viking he will not live as.

Days turned to a little more over a week with very little signs of rejuvenation. On this day was the day Litwick's life once again changed for the worse.

* * *

><p>It wasn't unusual for ships to dock at the harbor. The usual dockings were merchant ships, travelers, or cargo. But in rarity did they ever receive Viking ships like the one that appeared in the middle of the night. These Vikings were your usual bunch: large, hairy, buff, brainless.<p>

As Litwick sat in his cot, the sounds of branches snapping and a vague sound of thunking also filled the air. He sat up with confusion, then it turned to shock as he felt the tree shake. An earthquake? No, the shaking was on a loop. _Thunk! Thunk! Thunk! Thunk!_

Litwick looked out the window and gasped when he saw what was at the bottom. A man was using an axe to chop done the tree. "Hey! What the hell do you think you're doing?" He jumped down from branch to branch, pleased to shock the man. "What are you doing, chopping this tree down? I live in it!"

"What?" the man said gruffly. "Pah! This tree is the largest we can find! We're taking it back to our island!"

"That's why this tree is our home!" Litwick said. He made sure to keep his hair over his eyes so that the entire whiteness wasn't visible. He adjusted his cloak over his shoulders again. "This is a violation!"

The man looked at the him again before he swung the axe at the tree again. _Thunk!_

"Stop that!" Litwick ran forward and barreled into the man, knocking him to the ground. He pulled his sword out from within his cloak and used it to knock the axe out of the man's hands. "What the hell makes you think you can just chop down our hole like this?"

"Listen, boy!" the man said. "We Vikings take what we want! This tree is coming with us, and no child is stopping us!"

Litwick paused. "Vikings?" He gripped his sword so tight his fist began to shake. "You're Vikings?! Argh!" With a clean swipe, Litwick jumped over him, making a small cut on his forehead. A small trickle of blood ran down his face. Next Litwick kicked at his back. "Get the hell away form this place! I've had enough of you incompetent Vikings! I don't want you to influence my family, so go on and get the hell out of here!"

Poison ivy grew from the ground at an astronomical rate, startling the man. He scrambled back, looking at the Litwick. "Demon..." he muttered.

"You're the ones who abandon infants in the woods for their size," Litwick said. "You're lucky I have someone who looks up to me, otherwise I'd kill you." One vine of ivy grabbed the man by his leg before it threw him down the hill, in the direction of the village. The Vikings scratched his leg as he ran back to the town. "If I find another one of you Vikings in my forest, I will not hesitate to make them suffer!" Litwick called after him.

* * *

><p>Hiccup looked out the window next to his bed as he struggled to keep his eyes open. His fever had definitely lowered a little, but not so much that he can go outside. He had never felt so horrible his entire life.<p>

He heard the door open, but realized that the footsteps were so loud and heavy to belong to his papa.

"Is something the matter, sir?" the healer asked the man.

"Aye. I just need some poison ivy cleaned from my ankle is all. I'll be damned if I let my brother berate me for catching something." There were a few noises that Hiccup couldn't place, something along the lines of grabbing and getting healing materials, before the man's spoke again. "Is that boy alone?"

"Heavens, no," the healer said. "Hiccup's father brought him here about a week ago when he suddenly came down with a sudden fever. Goodness, we've had no way to treat it. Poor young man is worried sick about him."

"Hiccup?" the man repeated.

The healer chuckled. "Yes, I know it's a bit of a strange name. You're a Viking, are you not? Hiccup was a Viking once, too until the poor boy was abandoned. So his father took him in, and they decided to live here." There was another moment of silence before the healer said, "There, that should do it. I don't give a feather's excuse if you're a Viking or not, don't be so reckless!"

"Of course. If you excuse me." The man left the building, but not before he glanced at the little boy in the bed one last time. "Hiccup..." He trudged his way down to the harbor, walking up to one of the ships. On it, a large man stood on deck. "Stoick!"

Stoick looked down. "Spitelout! What's taken you so long? And what happened to you leg?"

Spitelout grunted. "Ran into complications. Apparently some lad is guarding the forests as his his home. Struck me with poison ivy."

Stoick groaned.

After carefully wording out his next sentences in his head, Spitelout added, "Stoick, what do you think of Hiccup?"

"What?" Stoick said. "What's my son got to do with this?"

"I'm just saying. What do you think of your son? Is he strong? Brave? A Viking?"

"Well, yes," Stoick said. "The boy is everything I could want in a son. I'm glad he's just not some fishbone."

From around the mast, a small tuft of brown poked out, followed by two pairs of brown eyes.

"I'm just curious," Spitelout said. "When I went to see a healer, I saw a boy in there. His name is Hiccup." Stoick looked up in confusion at this. "Healer said the boy was a Viking until he was abandoned. Some lad took him in. Now why would this boy have the same name as yours? Hiccup is not a very common name in the Archipelago, is it?"

Stoick sighed. "No, I suppose not." He grunted and began to walk away below decks. Spitelout followed him, wanting an explanation. "After Valka's death, I tried to raise Hiccup on my own," Stoick explained. "But I just couldn't. Hiccup was... He was insane! He keep going on about how dragons are nice and about how he didn't want to fight, he wanted to build. So, six years ago, I took him to the forests and left him there."

Spitelout raised his eyebrows. "And what about the lad out there with Gobber?" he said, pointing to the vague direction of outside.

"A child I found on the next raid," Stoick said. "House was burnt down, parents still inside. So, I passed that on off as Hiccup. Hell, I don't even know what name he was born with. I know I still needed an heir, and after all these years, it seems that my son has resurfaced." He sighed again, setting a hand to his forehead.

He felt a hand placed on his forehead. "You did the right thing," Spitelout said. "Hiccup was strange, I'll admit. Hell, this boy and Snotlout seem to be getting along well. But you did right taking him to the first that day, the Vikings have no use for a strange child like that."

As the two of them continued to discuss what an advantage it was for the child to be abandoned like that, the same perks from earlier looked up to the village. Then he grabbed a sickle and leapt off.

* * *

><p>Hiccup was woken up again by the sound of a door slamming open. He snapped his eyes open and immediately regretted it.<p>

"What do you think you're doing?" the healer said. "I have patients who need sleep!"

"Shut up!" a voice said. Glass shattered and the woman gasped. "Where's Hiccup? Where is he?!"

Hiccup coughed, and his attention was gained. He heard quick footsteps and saw a boy his age enter his line of view. The boy had a mess of brown hair and sharp brown eyes. He had a feral look in them, one that Hiccup recognized as danger.

"Litwick!" the healer cried, running out. "Litwick!"

"You..." the boy said. He pointed a curved weapon at Hiccup, making him shrink back. "It's because of you that my parents died! If you weren't so useless then I would still have a family! I wouldn't have found out that my dad has been lying to me me while life!"

"Wh-what are you..." Hiccup said before he started to cough violently. He even spit on the floor.

"Now look at you. Pathetic," the boy continued. "You're not a dragon, but I'm still going to enjoy this." He raised the sickle into the air, but something green lashed forth, wrapping around the boy's hand before he can bring it down. "What?" Another line of green tied both of his hands together, and his feet, before the boy lost his balance and fell down.

"Leave him alone!" Low ice came up to him and ripped the sickle out of his hands. He held him by the scruff of his shirt and said, "Who do you think you are? You're a child! What makes you think you can kill another kid?"

"Because he's not Hiccup!" the boy said. "He's not the real Hiccup! I am!"

Litwick frowned. "What the heck are you talking about?"

"I know that Stoick left _him_ in the forest!" the boy said, pointing to Hiccup like he was some sort of animal. "My parents died and Stoick took me in, but he never told me! Only today I found out that the only reason Stoick kept me was because he left _that_ Hiccup in the forest!"

Litwick took a moment to process this. "I'm guessing your name is Hiccup, too?" He nodded furiously. "And wait a minute... You said you found out today?"

Hiccup struggled to pay attention. He was getting sleepy again.

"Yeah. So, what?" the boy said. Litwick exhaled he silt before he turned around and left, taking the child with him. "Hey! Where are we going?"

"To see Stoick," Litwick said as he made his way towards the harbor. "I have a few words to speak to him about."

The entire time, the other Hiccup tried to release his hands and feet from the vines acting as ropes, but he was t strong enough. There was a dangerous gleam in his eyes, one that Litwick recognized as mad sanity. The child wanted to kill Hiccup. And he didn't even know him, just because he didn't want a other boy with the same name. He probably thought Hiccup would be responsible for his parents' death.

The first biking who saw them was a man with a peg leg and one hand, he looked up and called out, "Uh, Stoick? I found Hiccup."

Litwick scoffed.

Two men came walking out of the ship, one Litwick recognized as the man who tried to chop down his tree. "Gobber?" the first man said. Then he looked at the other Hiccup. He sighed and said, "What did he try to do?"

"He tried to kill my son!" Litwick spat.

Before Stoick can say anymore, Spitelout said, "Hey! You're the one who gave my my poison ivy!" Before he can sat more, Litwick threw something up at him that exploded in a puff of pink. A second later, he fell to the floor.

"Poppy seeds?" Stoick questioned. He looked up as Litwick began to throw more seeds at the Vikings except for him and the boy. He made his way up and stood a few feet in front of Stoick.

"Let me ask you this, Stoick," Litwick said. "When you abandoned Hiccup in the woods of Berk six years ago, did you feel any sympathy? Any guilt? Maybe even a little bit of regret?"

Stoick frowned. "How do you know about that?"

"I heard you!" the boy said. "I heard you and uncle Spitelout talking."

"Not to mention that the boy he tried to kill is the boy you left in the forest!" Litwick said. "Your 'son' tried to kill Hiccup!"

Stoick looked back and forth between the two of them. "What? Hiccup is here?"

"Yes I'm here!" the boy shouted. "He's not Hiccup! I'm Hiccup! That's why I wanted to kill him, so that I can be the only Hiccup!"

"That's the problem with you Vikings," Litwick said. "You don't care about anyone other than yourselves. You abandoned Hiccup because he wasn't Viking worthy and your son tried to kill him because he was jealous. That's low, and believe me, I know low."

Stoick frowned. "Listen, boy, you can't just show up and–"

"No, _you_ listen!" Litwick shouted, his voice rising. "You Vikings aren't even worth living! You don't deserve a life! You don't deserve a home! You go in and take everything you want while it's people like me and Hiccup that pay the price of others' use of dark deeds! Hiccup is the best godsdamned thing that's happened for the past four hundred years to me, and I will not let Vikings take away my happiness!" In a sudden move, he threw the boy to the ground and ran up to Stoick.

Preparing for an attack, Stoick raised his fists and was surprised when Litwick ran _past_ him. He let a hell of pain a moment later when he felt a stabbing pain in his back. Litwick reappeared again, but this time, be carried something in his hands. It looked a lot like a...

"This is your heart," Litwick said. The organ continued to beat in his hands. "A simple for of magic that can be learned. You see the black spots?" The heart was more black than red. "That's the darkness in your heart. A heart is a fragile think, you know. If I squeeze it...you die." He began to do so, and Stoick felt like his sondes were twisting. Then it stopped.

"But I won't kill you, as much as I want to," Litwick continued. "Death is the final stop in the trip of life, and even then you continue on. No. Instead, I'm going to make you suffer like I did when I lost my family. But first..." Litwick put his heart in his chest, letting Stoick feel rejuvenated again. He placed his thumb and index finger to his forehead while he lifted his chin with his other hand. His eye began to glow as he said, "You are afraid of what your wife would think if she knew that you abandoned your firstborn son. You are afraid of what might happened if your best friend found out. You are afraid of what will happen if Hiccup is alive and reunited with you."

He let go of Stoick and walked over to the other Hiccup, who was still struggling to stand. He tried to bite at Litwick's arm when he lifted him, but he kept his distance. "Hiccup will not reunite with you, but this is what will happen," Litwick said.

As he continued to look at Stoick, who was still struggling to compose himself, Litwick reached into the boy's heart and ripped it out. "No!" Stoick cried, trying to get up. But seaweed suddenly grew on the sides of the ship, tripping him. They bound his hands as they covered his feet. "Let him go!"

"Why?" Litwick said. "I'm many things, Stoick. A father is one of them. You don't deserve to be one." He crushed the heart as the boy gasped. He went limp and dropped to the floor, unmoving. As Litwick walked away, Stoick stared in horror as he opened his hands, letting ashes fall into the water.

* * *

><p>Litwick made his way back to the treehouse after the entire mess occurred. When he went back to the healer's, he found that Hiccup was already gone and the healer didn't know where he went. Litwick first checked the Meadow, but decided that the place was too far for Hiccup to go. So he instead decided to go home, which was much closer.<p>

He flew up to the window and saw Hiccup placing things in a woolen knapsack, one that he had gotten a few weeks earlier to carry belongings in. "Hiccup?" he called.

Hiccup froze. He turned around to face Litwick before he turned back to his knapsack. He coughed and made a hacking sound.

"Hiccup, what the hell are you thinking?" Litwick said. He got inside and tried to hold his hand, but he slapped it away. "Hiccup?"

Hiccup shook his head. "I don't wanna..." He coughed and wheezed. "I'm...leaving!"

"What?" Litwick exclaimed. "Hiccup, what are you thinking? It's crazy!"

"But you killed him!" Hiccup said before he made a retching sound. "I saw!"

Litwick stilled. "You don't understand, Hiccup!" he cried desperately, holding the child's arm. He didn't even turn to him. "He doesn't deserve to have any kids at all! You're a blessing, you're more than just a Viking, you're yourself! I haven't told you otherwise, have I?"

"You killed him," Hiccup finally said, weakly and with a sob. "You...you killed a little kid!" He finally turned to face him, and when he did, Litwick let go of Hiccup's arm in shock.

He was crying. And most of all, he was hurt. The pain in his eyes... It was there again. Just like all of the innocents Litwick tortured so many centuries ago... It was the same look. One of fear.

The darkness had won again.

Litwick shook his head frantically. "No no no, Hiccup! I'm sorry, okay! I only wanted to make Stoick suffer! He doesn't deserve to be happy, but you, you do! You're special! You're everything they're not, you can change the world if you tried!"

"I don't care!" Hiccup shouted, tears streaming down his cheeks. "You killed him! What kind of monster are you?!" His screams caused him to actually throw up on the floor. Sweat beaded down his red face.

_Monster_.

Litwick sank to his knees, letting the word sink over him. That's all he was. That's all he'll ever be. It didn't matter what he tried to do, in the end, the darkness would always win. "Please, Hiccup," he said. He reached his hand out. "Please... I don't want to lose you... You're my son, and I love you like I should... I mean it..."

Hiccup looked at him before he turned away. "I hate you." And like that, he left the tree with the backpack over his shoulder. "And don't follow me! Understand? I never want to see you again, ever!"

Litwick stood, walking shakily to his cot. He didn't even make it in time before he collapsed onto it, water falling from his face. It wasn't until many years later he realized that he was crying. He sat up, wiping his eyes, and saw a familiar toy on the foot of his bed. Hiccup's stuffed Deadly Nadder, the one his mother made for him when he was an infant. He forgot it.

He took it in his hands, pathetically hugging it and stroking its head as if it were Hiccup. _"This is the world I meant, couldn't you listen?"_ he sang quietly and softly. _"Couldn't you stay content, safe in the trees, as I could not?"_ He was never safe, but could be hidden away. He loved Hiccup as any father would their son, but to be so truthful hurt him.

He stood up and walked to the entrance. Even from so high up, he could see the brown mop that was Hiccup through the bushes at the bottom. _"Now you know what's out there in the world. No one stays untainted by the world. Even I, even I, who loved you as you were. Only I can shield from the pain, from them." _The Vikings brought so much pain to Hiccup, and he was only a three-year old when Stoick abandoned him. The Vikings didn't deserve to live, but Litwick knew that if he acted irrationally, Hiccup would detest him even more. Either way, there was no way to gain his trust back.

_"No matter what you say, children won't listen. No matter what you know, children refuse to learn." _He thought back to the bast four years when Hiccup would sometimes ignore his orders to explore the island. Litwick never punished him, but he would always make sure he would obey next time. And he did. Sometimes. _"Guide them them along the way, still they don't listen. Children can only grow from something you love to something you lose." _Gods know how many times the people Litwick cares about have left his life by death or fear

* * *

><p>Stoick waited until Hiccup was down the stairs. "Dad, have you seen my dragon toy? I can't find it," Hiccup said as he entered the kitchen. When he saw the stern look on his father's face, he said, "Dad?"<p>

Stoick sighed. "Hiccup, I don't know how or why, but you haven't been very good at you me sword training the past few days," he said. "I expected better from you."

Hiccup looked down. "I know, Dad."

"I want you to go with Gobber today," Stoick said. "I'm busy today and can't handle your training."

Hiccup left the house and to the forge. As he did, he saw Snotlout talking to Fishlegs and the twins. He thought of going over to talk to them but decided not to. The last time he tried to a week ago they literally threw him out of the conversation.

Everything's been so different since a month ago. One day, Hiccup woke up with a heavy fever that Gothi was able to treat, but sense then, things have been different. He remembered being able to use a curved sword, but no one else mentioned it. It was weird. It was almost as if he remembered things that other people didn't.

When he got to the forge, Gobber asked for his help. He was surprised to see how creative Hiccup was with blacksmithing even though Hiccup had barely ever come to the forge before. But today, Gobber suggested that maybe Hiccup should take up being a blacksmith.

As Hiccup walked back home that night, he heard a rustle in the trees. It was actually in the branches rather than the ground. Something fell in front of him, a brown package. Then the rustles became faint as whoever or whatever was in the trees left. Hiccup looked down at the package and picked it up. Whatever it was, it was light. The paper crinkled as he picked it up. He ripped it open and saw his Deadly Nadder toy. He picked it up, wondering where he lost it. There was also a note under it.

_Happy birthday, Hiccup_

That was it. That's all the note said. Hiccup realized what he was nine years old. How did he forget? But then, how come no one else brought this up? He shrugged, thinking that maybe everyone was too busy to remember.

* * *

><p><strong>Present day<strong>

"Whoa..." Zilla lowered the dreamcatcher down once the image finished. "Hiccup knew Litwick?"

"But then Litwick took Hiccup's memories," Hiro said. "But wait, why wouldn't Litwick just take Hiccup's memories about the incident instead everything about him? And how did he even gain the other kid's memories?"

"He probably wanted Hiccup to be free of his burden and thought that leaving him with Stoick would be best," Lantern said. "But still... I never thought Litwick would be a father..."

"You think there's more stuff here?" Anna asked. "And why would Litwick take our memories?"

"There's no evidence saying he's taking yours," Zilla said as he flew up and took a glass sphere. "Um... Never mind. This one has Elsa's name on it." He flew down with the sphere, wondering how on earth he would take the memory out.

"Here, let me see that," Lantern said. She took the sphere and examine dot for a moment before she threw it down to the ground, shattering it.

"Lantern!" Zilla shouted.

"What? See, the memory's showing up!"

Anna looked and saw that another image was starting to form. And what she saw she did _not_ expect.

* * *

><p><strong>Songs:<strong>

**Litwick—"Witch's Lament" from Into the Woods**

* * *

><p><strong>As promised, another chapter for today. Again, happy holidays to anyone in case I forgot to mention it last chapter. Another chapter before the New Years, then it'll be back to our normally scheduled programming which is random updates, as usual. Good day.<strong>

**-Litwick723**


	11. My Fair Robot

_"Sometimes the best way to solve your own problems is to help someone else."_

_-Iroh, The Legend of Korra_

_._

_"I see now that the circumstances of one's birth are irrelevant. It is what you do with the gift of life that determines who you are."_

_-Mewtwo, Pokémon: The First Movie_

_._

_"Don't you see? It's all gone. Everything you were, everything you stood for."_

_-Ninth Doctor, Doctor Who_

* * *

><p>"Hello? Are you alright down there? Are you alive? Um, if you're not alive, then can you give sort of sign that you aren't? Wait, but then if they're dead, then they won't even be able to move... Um, okay, how about this: if you are alive, which I doubt, then I will go down there and check on you. If you're alive, then I'll help you out. I promise. Now let's see... How do <em>I<em> get down there..."

Merida opened her eyes. When she did, she realized how wet she was. She was in a pool of water, and from the corner of her eyesight, she saw a pale blue light. She turned to the light and saw what might be a diamond glowing. She sat up and saw that she was covered in something sticky and wet. That's when she realized it was Rapunzel's undone hair. She had a vague memory of waking up during a fall with Alyx explaining that Gothel sent them through a portal, but everything after that was a blank. Where were they?

"Oh! Brilliant! You are alive after all!"

Merida looked up. "Who's there?" The pond had cave tunnels leading in different directions, and above them was faint light.

"Up here! No, not there, here! No no. A little to the left... There you go! Hey there!"

Merida blinked. Above her in the air was some sort of creature with a blowing blue eye. It was attached to a railing, and its eye stared down at her.

A moan sounded next to her. Merida bent over and saw Rapunzel getting up. She helped her stand, but her feet were tangled with her hair. "Wh-what happened?"

The being spoke, "Gothel used that portal gun you found to send you down here. We're in the tunnel system of Crown Heart Island. Name's Wheatley, by the way!"

Once they were both out of the pond, they wrung their hair and parts of their dress to soak out the water. "Tunnel systems?" Merida asked, prodding for more information.

"Yeah, yeah! Exactly!" Wheatley came down to a railing closer to them until he was almost eye-level with them. "I'm a core robot! Back at the Aperture Science Labs, I may or may not have tried to kill Litwick... Heheh. As punishment, he saved my life, yes, but now I have to say here and be his guard."

"Guard?" Rapunzel repeated. "Guard what?" She looked around. "And where's Alyx?"

"Okay, to answer your second question, I'm actually not so sure. I received the alarm that you would be here, but I didn't find her. As for your first question–"

CRASH!

One of the rock walls of the pond burst open like a bomb, startling the three of them. From the rubble appeared what looked like to be a floating ball of blue fire. It had purple, evil eyes and what seemed to be a hair band held the flames up. "There you are!"

"Oh, no! She's found us! Quick, run!"

With no weapon to protect themselves with, Merida realized that the round robot was right. She helped up Rapunzel's hair and they both began to run down a passageway.

"You can't hide from me!" the ball of fire shouted, chasing them down. "So, you're friends with the dark fairy, aren't you? Then you'll be the ones who'll pay for what he did to me!"

Wheatley appeared on another railing, trailing behind them. "Okay, I know this place much better than she does, just follow me! I'm 100% sure I know where I'm going!" He rounded a corner, and before Merida and Rapunzel can follow, he came back out. "Nope, dead end. This way!"

"We'll see you navigate your way through my Labyrinth of Deceit once I escape this prison!" the fire cried, spitting fireballs at them that nearly hit them as they rounded a corner. "I'll bring you there with my bare hands if I must!"

"Pandora, I got to tell you again, you don't have hands!" Wheatley called to her. "Whoa! Hey, be careful! These rails are my only limit to transportation!"

"I know!"

Merida jumped over a trench that Rapunzel barely saw. "Wheatley, what is that thing?"

"She's Pandora, and just like that blasted Loki, she's good with tricks and traps!" Wheatley said as he guided them through the tunnels. "Litwick fought her a long time ago, about 20 years ago, after a friend of his went a bit wacko in the head. She would've killed the friend if Litwick hadn't been there."

"So why is she down here?" Rapunzel asked. They lost her for a moment and stopped to gain their breath.

"Litwick decided that she was too dangerous to keep her in her world, so he captured her and brought her to his island. I was already here, and he assigned me a task to keep watch over here. The tunnels may be enforced with special magic, but he still wants me to notify him if Pandora somehow thinks up of a way to escape."

Merida peeked around the corner. "We need to find Alyx and the portal gun, find a way out of here. Do ye know a way out?"

"I do, indeedy," Wheatley said. "Come on, it's this way!" He guided them to another tunnel before he came out of it. "Never mind. It's over here."

* * *

><p><strong>"Are you well? Are you still a-live?"<strong>

A strange robotic voice echoed in Alyx's head. It sounded as if sandpaper, a hoarse throat, and C-3 PO had a baby. _...okay, maybe not the _best_ metaphor..._ She opened her eyes to see herself looking up at a giant robot. Or at least, it seemed giant from her point of view. She was on her back and found herself unable to move her arms and legs. They were tied together with ropes to the ground.

The robot above her looked like some kind of massive pepper shaker. Its domed head had a long eye piece with a blue light inside. Its body had various golden orbs, and it had two rods sticking out of a rotating torso. One looked like a whisk, the other looked like a black plastic plunger.

**"Are you well? Are you still a-live?"** the robot said, repeating its message. It almost sounded like it was enunciating each syllable. Two lights turned on and off with each word on the side of its dome.

Alyx sighed heavily. "Yeah, yeah I'm fine. Who are you?"

The robot moved, and a whirring sound could be heard. The robot was probably on wheels.** "Who are _you_?"**

"My name is Alyx. I'm here because–" A sound cut her off. It didn't come from the robot, it came from a more distant source. It sound like wood clanking together. The cave ceiling offered little light, only a blue light that seemed to be coming off crystals.

**"The pup-pets are on their way to feast on your bo-dy."** the robot said. Its eyepiece turned a full circle. **"Who are you?"**

The clanking wood was getting louder. "My name is Alyx," she said again. "I'm here because Litwick needs help to be freed from dark imprisonment."

**"...Lit-wick?"** the robot said. The clanking was almost above her. **"The dark fair-y Lit-wick?"**

"Yes, him!" Alyx said. She tilted her bad back and gasped. Wooden puppets, by themselves, were walking towards them. They walked with limps, like how a performing string puppet would on stage, but they were awake and alive. "Oh, gods! Help me, please!"

**"Lit-wick..."** the robot said again, but more aggressively. **"Lit-wick...! Lit-wick! Ex-ter-min-ate! Ex-ter-min-ate! Ex-ter-min-ate! Ex-ter-min-ate!"**

Alyx gasped as the sound of something being charged up sounded in the air. The suction rod aimed down at her and lowered to her.

_Zap!_

She closed her eyes, expecting a sort of electricity to flow through her, but only heard something heavy falling to the ground. She opened her eyes and saw the robot zap at something above her. The suction rod lowered to her wrist and the rope flew into it. She tilted her head back to see another zap at the puppets, collapsing to the ground.

**"Quick-ly, quick-ly! Run, run!" **the robot exclaimed. Alyx sat up as soon as her other hand was freed and worked to untie the ropes on her ankles. **"Go left! Left!"**

She stood up and ran to the left corridor. As she ran, she turned around to see that the robot was following her, hovering about a foot off the ground. "Where now?"

**"Climb on me."** At the end of the corridor was a dead end, but looking up, there was a hole big enough for the robot to elevate through. Alyx placed a foot on the robot while clasping her hands to the eyepiece, looking relieved as the remaining puppets stopped. They clanked together, as if reprimanding her, before they turned around and left.

"What in the hell were those things?" Alyx gasped.

**"They work for the Mar-i-o-nette. The Mar-i-o-nette is a ghost. The ghost wants re-venge a-gainst Lit-wick."**

"Why, what did Litwick do to the ghost?" Alyx asked. The path ahead was still rock, so she can conclude that they were still in a cave somewhere. She hoped Rapunzel and Merida were alright.

**"The ghost is dan-ger-ous. When he was a-live the ghost was a child. Lit-wick did not kill him, he on-ly stopped the ghost from hurt-ing inn-o-cents. Now the ghost wants to hunt down Lit-wick just like I used to hunt down the Doc-tor."**

"The Doctor?" Alyx wondered as they turned a corner. "Who's the Doctor?"

**"The Doc-tor was once an en-em-y to my race the Dal-ek. Now I am the last of my race."**

"Wait, hold on a second." Alyx stepped in front of the Dalek to be clear on her point. "Your race? What do you mean? Are you an alien?"

The robot's eyepiece looked up at her. **"Lit-wick saved my life. The hu-man girl Rose Ty-ler made me re-al-ize how fool-ish it was for my spe-cies to sur-vive. When I was or-dered to de-stroy my-self Lit-wick stepped in. He said that I don't have to take orders from a-ny-one a-ny-more. That I was free. I su-gges-ted he give me my or-ders. Since then I have stayed down here guar-ding the Crown Heart tun-nel syst-ems of a-ny e-vil do-ers.•**

"By yourself?" Alyx asked.

A shrill scream sounded in the air, followed by a girl's cry and the sound of wood clanking.

**"Well, a-long-side the mor-on."**

* * *

><p>"<em>Why<em> does everyone keep calling me a moron?!" Wheatley shouted as he raised himself on the railing as high as he could.

"Because yeh _are_ a moron!" Merida snapped back. "I can't believe yeh got us lost, and now these puppets want our heads!"

Rapunzel used her hair to tangle two of the puppets together, getting their bodies in a mangled mess. They fell to the floor, and with their arms and legs intertwined, were unable to move. "What now?"

"Duck!" someone yelled.

"Duck?" Wheatley repeated, looking around. "Where? I love a pretty duck!" _Zap!_ An electric beam flew to him, nearly hitting him, and he let out a scream. "Ah! Oh, _that_ kind of duck. Whoa!"

Alyx and the Dalek came hovering in, with the Dalek shooting at the puppets again.

**"E-vac-u-ate! E-vac-u-ate!"** the Dalek said.

"What is that thing?" Merida said.

"Oh, hello there, Dalek!" Wheatley said. "What's new? Anything happen lately?"

**"Pand-ora and the Mar-i-o-nette have gott-en strong-er," **the Dalek said.** "We must lead these fe-males to the ground floor im-med-i-ate-ly!"**

"Ground floor, got it! Quick, this way!" He turned around and struck a wall, imprinting his mechanical features on the dirt. "Ow."

"Useless," Merida scowled.

The cave systems were another maze, something Merida didn't understand, but the Dalek and Wheatley were able to guide them out of the tunnel systems and to the first floor of the island building. Along the way, they told their stories. The Dalek was thought to be the last of his alien races untill Litwick found them on his travels with someone called "the Doctor." Although he offered the Dalek to return him to his species, it preferred to stay here on the island where it can be safe, and more importantly, where it can do its default job of taking orders.

Wheatley's story, on the other hand, wasn't as sad. He was a part of the Aperture Science Laboratory morality cores, but who knew a morality core can be corrupted? Alyx asked questions about Litwick and the Enrichment Center, but some questions weren't able to be answered due to a security system installed inside him that Litwick inserted, preventing him from answering any questions not worth answering.

The ground floor had torches lighting up the hallways, but it was still dirt. "Why in the devil's name is there dirt all over the place?" Merida said in a hushed voice. "I understand he's a garden freak and all, but what, he can't afford a stone tile or two? Or maybe even wood? Those trees outside seem sufficient."

**"Lit-wick does not like ti-les," **the Dalek said.** "They rem-ind him too much of a pal-ace."**

"What's so bad about living in a palace?" Rapunzel asked. "It sounds wonderful, actually."

"Oh, I remember," Wheatley said as he glided on the rail. "I have this installed in my software. Apparently, Litwick used be the Crown Prince of a kingdom! I know, I know! Shocking, right? I wouldn't have believed it either."

"Do you _ever_ stop talking?" Merida said rhetorically through her trough teeth. "No matter. We need to find a way to get back to the others without attracting too much attention."

"And why would you want to do that?" The flames of the fire crackling stopped. The fire was suspended, frozen in space. All of the color faded from the area, making the room look bleak and grey. A circle of light appeared above them, taking on the shape of a triangle. It grew an eye before the light took a physical shape. When the color returned, in the sky was a yellow triangle with one eye, and a top hat and cane. "Heh-hey there, kids! Name's Bill Cipher!"

"Bill Cipher?" Alyx looked up at him. "I've heard of you! You're that dream demon who keeps messing with people's heads in the worlds!"

"Yep! Smart one you are, Night!" Bill said, lowering to the floor. "So, Spring? What do do you think of my little performance earlier? Not bad, huh? Huh?"

Rapunzel blinked. "Are talking to me?"

"Duh!" Bill said, rolling his eye as if it were obvious. "Who else is related to spring, Spring? Just like how how Summer next to you is related to, well, summer! Doesn't take a genius to figure that out."

**"Host-ile de-tect-ed!"** the Dalek said, aiming its ray at Bill. **"Must ex-term-in-ate the Doc-tor! I mean, the host-ile. Sorr-y, force of hab-it."** _Zap! Zap!_ Two beams were fired at the Bill, but they only phased through him, hitting the wall.

"Watch out!" Wheatley warned, darting out of the way as a chunk of a rock fell. Unfortunately, the rock broke off the pathway for the rail, and he was stuck on one end, unable to continue. "Oh, boy."

"Wow! This is better than I thought!" Bill said excitedly. "When Demon Heart said I was able to cross to this world rather than penetrate your human minds in the dream world, I didn't expect to feel this alive! Ah hahaha!" Bill Cipher grew in size, so much so that he began to fill the whole room.

"What do we do now!" Rapunzel shouted. Oh, if only she hadn't lost her frying pan somewhere.

"We have to fight him!" Merida said.

Alyx jumped into the air, kicking her feet. As she did so, a stream of fire sailed into the air. Bill used this opportunity to guide the flames to the path they came from, setting it on fire. No way to escape. He grabbed Alyx's foot, dangling her upside down. "Well, well, well. What have we here?" Bill taunted. His eye grew so large it was as if Alyx was a bug under a magnifying glass. "A firebender, huh? Ooh, I'm really scared! Haha ha!"

He threw her to the ground, laughing as the Dalek's beams passed right through him. _"You're jokin', you're jokin'! I can't believe my eye! You're jokin' me, you gotta be, this must be all a lie!"_ Two rings of blue light appeared around Rapunzel and Merida, lifting them into the air next to Alyx. _"She's redhead, she's blonde. I don't know which is worse! I might just split a rift now if I don't die laughing first." _A zipper materialized into the air, and when Bill pulled it down, it led to another world with vibrating colors and odd objects.

The three of them were thrown inside the rainbow-swirled world, with the Dalek and Wheatley left behind. The zipper zipped up again, entrapping them in this bizarre world. _"When ol' Bill Cipher says there're dreams across the land, you'd better pay attention now 'cause I've got the upper hand."_ A giant version of Bill's hand grabbed the three of them, shaking them like a Wii remote. _"And if you aren't shakin', then there's something very wrong 'cause this may be the last time that you hear the Cipher Song!"_

Eyeballs with bat wings came flying in, making musical screeches in their ears. Alyx remained suspended upside down as she exhaled a line of fire to an eyebat, scaring it away. Merida and Rapunzel weren't doing much luck from getting it out of their hair, though.

Bill returned to his normal size and grabbed Merida's hand, leading her through an obscure dance. _"Well if I'm feelin' antsy and there's nothin' much to do, I might just make a special dream for you to live on through."_ A ripple in the air showed an image of Elinor and Merida, the same way it was on the movie when Meridus was a child. The image was replaced with a more devastated and hellish turnabout. _"And don't ya know the one thing that would make it work so nice? A roly-poly Dunbroch girl to add a little spice."_

The eyebats began another round of squeaks near them. _"Oh, yeah, Bill Cipher's new dream land."_

_"Release us now or you must face the dire consequences," _Alyx said, kicking her feet to align herself rightside up._ "My friends are expecting me, it's best you come to your senses."_

Bill laughed again, pulling Rapunzel's hair and twirling it on his hands. "You're jokin', you're jokin'! I can't believe my ears! Would someone shut this lassie up, I'm drownin' in my tears!" He grabbed Alyx and led her in a dance as he did with Merida. "It's funny, I'm laughing, you really are too much. And now, without your permission, I'm going to do my stuff."

"What the hell are you going to do to us?" she said sourly.

"I'm gonna do the best I can," Bill said. The world began to flash in various colors from green to blue to purple, on a sort of endless loop as the blue rings binding them evaporated, making them fall into the space. Verse per verse, they landed on a large plate that would then slip them off.

_"Ooh, the sound of nightmare fuel to me is music in the air 'cause I'm a gamblin' Cipher man, although I don't play fair."_ A line of barbed wire filled the area beneath them to be replaced with fire, then spikes. _"It's much more fun, I must confess when lives are on the line. Not mine, of course, but yours, old girl, now that'd be just fine."_

_"Release us fast or you will have to answer for this heinous act."_ Alyx shuddered as the zipper opened again, bringing them back to the island. A purple and black haze coursed through her body as she and the other girls were placed on the ground. Merida and Rapunzel were unconscious.

_"Oh, sister, you're something, you put me in a spin. You aren't comprehending the position that you're in."_ Their arms were raised, like old prisoners, as the haze buried into the wall, holding them up._ "It's hopeless, you're finished. You haven't got a prayer 'cause I'm Bill Cipher, lass, and you ain't going nowhere."_

* * *

><p>Mr.5 sat idly in front of the fireplace, letting the heat of the flames warm him. He had his eyes closed, meditating, until they snapped open. "What do you want?"<p>

Silence.

"Fat chance," Mr.5 continued. "Marvin's weak. He wants to die, but when it comes to it, he'll leave all of his friends behind. Erase their memories of him, first. It's what he did to his son. What he did to his lover. What he did to to his fellow GMAD members, especially that one girl, Dream."

"To whom you be speaking to?" Janet walked into the room sultrily. "A voice in the head of yours, then?"

Mr.5 didn't say anything for a moment. "You remember the change in the timeline, don't you?" he finally said. He remained sitting in front of the fireplace. "About how he, Dream, and the Doctor went back in time in this world to save...what's-her-face."

Janet groaned. "A pest, that one," she said. "Freak. A regular Madame de Pompadour."

He only rolled his eyes and was about to speak when he stopped. He leered his eyes and peeked into the fireplace. "Who the hell are you?"

Janet frowned. She leaned in a little and saw what Mr.5 saw: a little girl on the other side of the fireplace. "What in the-?

"Hello, Monsieur, Madame," the little girl said in a French accent. "What are you doing in my fireplace?"

As malicious as Mr.5 was, even he couldn't fathom what the hell was going on. "Fireplace...routine check."

The little girl laughed. "A man was doing that just last week," she said. "I should go on to bed now. Goodnight, Monsieur." She got up and left, the fire dying. The other side was replaced by a wall.

"Whoa, a gate between realms, that's something!" Bill came into the room, twirling his cane. "That's something I haven't seen in a while!"

"What are you talking about, Cipher?" Mr.5 asked, standing back up. "What gate?"

"Simple! Look at this mantle piece." Bill tapped the clock above the fire. "It's a genuine 18th century French mantel! And this one is connected to an 18th century place location! In Versailles, to be exact!" He scratched his hat as his eye showed confusion. "Don't know why Crown Heart has one, but it won't help us now! The path's been cut off, so we won't be going through until never!"

"Enough games, Cipher!" Mr.5 snapped. "Did you find any of them?"

"It took a musical number to do it, but sure did! I got Night, Summer, and Spring in a cell somewhere in the tunnel systems! Pandora and the Marionette oughta be having a real nice meal outta them!"

Mr.5 gave off his infamous grin of sharp teeth. "Good. And any reports yet from Pitch, Gothel, and Hans?"

"Not yet," Janet said. "Gracious Gothel and Horrendous Hans have yet to meet their targets. Woe me, can it be they be so foolish to not accomplish their tasks?"

"As soon as we find Lantern, I can finally have what I want." He reached his hand out and an apple popped into his hand. "She'll bite this with her own will and I'll finally get her blood. Once that's done..." He grinned. "...well, no use spoiling the story, is there?"

"Theatrical humor, O, how I love thee!" Janet said with a giggle.

* * *

><p>It was the same words over and over again. It echoes on the walls of the cell, but only Alyx could hear it, even when she was asleep. It echoed in her head. Sometimes it was loud. Sometimes it was close. But the same words over and over again.<p>

_Mummy? Are you my mummy?_

* * *

><p><strong>Bill Cipher—"Oogie Boogie Song" from <span>The Nightmare Before Christmas<span>**

* * *

><p><strong>Here I am with one more chapter before the New Years! There we go, Dalek for all you Whovians out there. You all remember this specific Dalek, right? Well, go on an speculate. Also, here we have Wheatley, and Bill Cipher has returned! It's an all out casting of characters you would never expect for this story! But they all play role, believe it or not. Heck, a you might find your fandom in here somewhere. When I mean a crossover, I mean a crossover.<strong>

**-Litwick723**


	12. Author's Note

**Sorry for not updating, but my grandmother died recently. I'm out of the country for a few days and I just don't have the energy to update for a while. I'm holding off all and any of my stories until further notice. Sorry, but I need time to cope.**

**-Litwick723**


	13. Return to Aperture

_"Sometimes curruption is shown by shining light into what what was previously shadowed."_

_-Paul Wolfowitz_

_._

_"He won't listen. Once someone's fallen that far [into the darkness], there's almost no coming back."_

_-Riku, Kingdom Hearts 3D: Dream Drop Disance_

_._

_"I'm a damsel. I'm in distress. I can handle it. Have a nice day."_

_-Megara, Herucles_

* * *

><p><strong>386 years ago<strong>

"Good morning. You have been in suspension for FIFTY days. In compliance with state and federal regulations, all testing candidates in the Aperture Science Extended Relaxation Center must be revived periodically for a mandatory physical and mental wellness exercise."

The woman sat up in her bed. _What the... Where...?_ She was in a hotel room, she realized. It was a fairly simple room with the bed, a table, a fan, TV, and any other necessities a room would need.

_What...happened?_ She searched her memories to find them very vague. She remembered someone... A woman, perhaps? A woman who was trying to kill her. But there was someone else... A teenager, someone who was helping her. She remembered something about escaping. Escaping where? And from whom? She couldn't remember. ...What was her own name again? That's right, it was...no, _is_ Chell. Chell... Chell what? Just "Chell"? No last name?

Chell was brought out of her thoughts when the voice, an announcer, spoke again. "You will hear a buzzer. When you hear the buzzer, look up at the ceiling."

She was feeling a bit off momentum. Maybe this exercise might help. Chell looked up at the ceiling, feeling the blood rush to her head. It felt like a strange relief after not doing so for...what, 50 days? Was it really possible to sleep so long?

"Good. You will hear a buzzer. When you hear the buzzer, look down at the floor."

Chell looked down at the floor and for the first time saw what she was wearing. She was wearing an orange jumpsuit with the words Aperture Science Enrichment Center stitched on it. She can read upside-down, then. She also noticed that she was barefoot, but white boots that could go up to about underneath her knees waited for her. She wasn't going anywhere, so there was no need to wear them. _I'm not sure if I can, anyway._

"Good. This completes the gymnastic portion of your mandatory physical and mental wellness exercise." ...That was it? No stretching or vocals? Vocals...

Chell opened her mouth, but nothing came out. Why can't I speak? She tried again, but only a hoarse sound exited her throat. She exhaled deeply before she tried to speak again. She remembered being able to speak before, but she couldn't now. And before what, anyway? What happened? Why wasn't she able to speak?

"There is a framed painting on the wall. Please go stand in front of it." Chell stood up from her bed and shakily walked around the room. Yes, there was a painting on the wall that she hadn't noticed before. It was an exquisite painting showing a lake with a mountain as the background. Trees and a cottage, too. "This is art. You will hear a buzzer. When you hear the buzzer, stare at the art."

Some kind of optical exercise, then? She felt like she could see fine, but nonetheless, looked at the painting for a few seconds until the buzzer rang. Maybe she could find someplace like that? She couldn't remember how she got here let alone where this hotel was at.

"You should now feel mentally reinvigorated. If you suspect staring at art has not provided the required intellectual sustenance, reflect briefly on this classical music." Music began to play on the speakers, and before she could fully enjoy it, it was interrupted by the buzzer, making her jump a little. "Good. Now please return to your bed."

A corridor next to the desk led to a door, but she decided it was best to just leave well enough alone for now. She didn't know where she was and she did not want to get in trouble for not knowing the rules around here. Maybe someone would come by later. But for now, Chell realized just how fatigued she was. The exercises took more out of her than she thought. Or was it something else? Either way, it was time to go to bed.

* * *

><p>"Good morning. You have been in suspension for nine nine nine... Nine nine ni– This courtesy call as to form you that all test subjects should immediately vacate–"<p>

The voice faded. What just happened? How long has she been asleep for? Nine hours maybe, it was dark. Nighttime, then. But what did the announcer call her? A test subject? And to vacate? What was happening?

A knock sounded from the door. "Hello? Anybody in there?" Another knock. "Helloooo?"

Chell frowned as she stood up. Someone was coming to get her, then? As she walked to the door, the man, because the voice was male, said, "Are you going to open this door? Because it's fairly urgent." As she struggled with the handle a bit, the man said, "Ha! I knew someone was alive in there!"

What the heck does that mean? The door opened, and a scream followed. "AH! Oh. My. God. You look terribl– ummm...good. Looking good, actually." It wasn't a man at all! It was a round robot attached to the ceiling, a blue light acting as an eye. The robot came inside as Chell backed up in slight surprise. "Are you okay? Are you– Don't answer that, I'm absolutely sure you're fine. There's plenty of one for you to recover. Just take it slow."

Before Chell could ask who he was—and before remembering she couldn't speak—the announcer from before said, "Please prepare for emergency evacuation."

"Stay calm!" the robot said. "'Prepare.' That's all they're saying. 'Prepare.' It's all fine. Alright?" He began to move across the railing to a square panel on the ceiling. The panel opened, and as the robot slipped inside it, he added, "Don't move. I'm gonna get us out of here." He went inside, came back out, said, "Name's Wheatley, by the way," and slipped back inside. "Oh, you might want to hold on to something. Word of advice. Up to you."

_For someone without a mouth, he sure can talk, _Chell thought. The room began to vibrate and some of the things began to fall off. The lamp on the desk broke and the fridge door popped open. The painting on the wall was crooked now. "Are you alright down there? Can you hear me? Hello?" The vibration continued for a bit more until the panel opened and Wheatley came back down. "Most test subjects tend to experience some cognitive deterioration after a few months of suspension. Now you've been under for...quite a lot longer, and it's not out of the question that you might have a very minor case of serious brain damage."

Brain damage? Was this why she couldn't speak? Or was it something more? Wait... What did Wheatley say after that?

"Do you understand what I'm saying? At all? Does any of this make any sense? Just tell me,'Yes'." Ah. Well, she couldn't speak, so maybe an action would help? Like...like jumping! Jumping was often a motion used for excitement! So Chell jumped lightly, feeling a little foolish yet elated at the same time. "Okay. What you're doing they was jumping. You just...you just jumped. But never mind. Say 'Apple'. 'Apple'." Chell simply jumped again, feeling like a little girl who's eaten too much sugar. An alarm began to go on and off. "Okay, you know what? That's close enough. Just hold tight."

Wheatley went back up the panel, and the room began to vibrate again. What was going on? The room shook more and more and pieces of the wall began to fall off. The room was a fake! It was some sort of box to hold her. Wheatley began to talk, something about test subjects, but she was barely paying attention. The metal gratings and beams showed, and the hotel room was now a debris. The box holding her began to move as Wheatley continued to speak. The outside world wasn't the outside, but rather some sort of metal room. It went down as far as the eye can see, and far-wise, too. There were other boxes similar to hers, but they all looked empty.

Chell finally snapped out of her reverie when Wheatley began to move the box in a more dangerous manner. She grunted as she pulled her boots on, knowing it was time to go, and held onto something at the same time.

"Okay, almost there. On the other side of that wall is one of the old testing tracks. There's a piece of equipment in there we're gonna need to get out of here. I think this is a docking station. Get ready..." The box rammed into the wall, denting it, but not getting through. "Good news. That is NOT a docking station. So there's one mystery solved." He rammed the box into the wall again, almost making Chell lose her balance. "Almost there! Remember: you're looking for a gun that makes holes. Not bullet holes, but– well, you'll figure it out. Seriously do hold on this time!"

Third time's the charm as the wall broke down, sending Chell sprawling over the bed. Luckily she pulled the blankets with her or she would've been stuck being stabbed with wood and metal. Dust settled and the room beyond the wall was old and decaying. Heck, there were even overgrown plants hanging about.

As she stood back up she thought about what Wheatley said. A gun that made holes? That sounded familiar... The holes were orange and blue, weren't they?

As if on cue (most likely), Wheatley exited the panel. "Whew! There we go! Now I'll be honest, you are probably in no fit state to run this particular type of cognitive gauntlet. But...um...at least you're a good jumper. So...there's that. You got that jumping on your side. Just do your best, and I'll meet you up at ahead." Chell sighed for a moment, knowing that it was truly time to escape whatever this place was, and jumped in the next room.

"Good luck!" Wheatley's voice called.

* * *

><p>The portal gun. There was something familiar about it, but she couldn't place her finger on it. Whatever it was, she decided that it could wait. She and Wheatley needed to escape the Enrichment Center.<p>

After splitting up, they eventually reunited at a later testing room past the wall. Chell still couldn't shake the feeling that the rooms were familiar, that she had been there before. But as the two of them continued on, Wheatley eventually dislodged from his Management Rail, and with the help of the anti-gravity function on the portal gun, Chell was able to easily carry Wheatley through the test chambers.

Eventually, they reached a room that Wheatley called "her" chamber. A robot was on the floor, discarded and broken in pieces. This room was just like all the others: familiar.

"What a nasty piece of work she was, honestly. Like a proper maniac," Wheatley said, ever the commenter. "You know who ended up, do you know who ended up taking her down in the end?" She shrugged as she stepped over the pieces. "You're not going to believe this. A human. Two of them actually!" Chell raised her eyebrows at this. "I know! I know, I wouldn't have believed that either."

_It's not that,_ Chell thought. _If these two people were able to escape, then I might, too!_ Yes, she felt better than ever. They went down a lower floor as per Wheatley's instruction. All around the Center one could see broken chambers, discarded turrets, overgrown vegetation, and even cut-off stairs. Luckily her braced boots were able to knock off any pain on her legs no matter how high the jump. Past a pathway, there was a small circular room with switches going all the way up. There must be hundreds of them!

"This is the main breaker room," Wheatley explained. "Look for a switch that says ESCAPE POD. Alright? Don't touch anything else. Not interested in anything else. Don't touch anything else. Don't even look at anything, just– well, Obviously you've got to look at everything else to find a scape pod, but is soon as you've looked at something and it doesn't say ESCAPE POD, look at something else, next thing. Alright? But don't touch anything else to look at any– well, look at other things, but don't...you understand."

Chell rolled her eyes. She was used to Wheatley's endless commentary by now. He always had a gob that would never stop, but she didn't mind it, really. It was actually nice yo hear someone when she was unable to speak, not to mention the fact that she was probably the only human in this entire facility.

"Can you see it anywhere?" Wheatley asked, looking above and behind Chell as she looked in front of herself. "I can't see it anywhere." It wasn't difficult to see why, there were literally hundreds of switches pointed down, meaning they were off. They ranged from colors to red, blue, and yellow, and went up so high in the room that she couldn't see the opening. It probably led to the chamber above them with the broken white robot. "Uh. Tell you what, plug me in and I'll turn the lights on." It was here when Chell noticed a console to do so, and did exactly that. Sure enough the lights in the room lit up, making it easier to see the labels of the switches. Unfortunately none of the ones nearest to her read ESCAPE POD. The platform they were on made a turn, blocking the exit to the room. Wheatley began to panic as the platform began to rise, causing all of the switches to switch up and on. "Uh oh."

The platform rose to the chamber above them, and the machine hanging from the ceiling began to move. The robot was assembling itself! "Okay, don't panic! Alright?" Wheatley said, panicking himself. "Stop panicking! I can stop this." He tried imputing a password, but after multiple wrong tries, he failed.

"Power up complete," the automated voice said. The robot in the air was limp, but it was no doubt alive.

"Okay. Okay. Okay, listen: new plan," Wheatley said quickly. "Act natural act natural. We've done nothing wrong!" With the final coil locked in place, he called up to it, "Hello!"

The robot looked at the two of them with a glowing yellow light as an eye. A name was visible on its body now that it was fully turned to them: GLaDOS. "Oh... It's _you_," she said in a flat and unamused voice. Chell frowned. Why did her voice sound so familiar?

"You _know_ her?" Wheatley asked in silent shock, looking up as far as he can to see GLaDOS in his current position.

"It's been a long time," GLaDOS continued. "How have you been? I've been really busy being dead. You know, after you and that freak of nature _murdered_ me."

"You and who did _what_?!" Wheatley exclaimed. but he couldn't ask anymore as a claw came down from the ceiling, plucking Wheatley from his spot in the console, forcing him off. "Aggggh! Oh no! Nononono!" A second claw came and picked Chell up by her jumper suspending her in the air as the portal gun fell from her hands. "Oh no no no... No! Nooo! Gah!" Wheatley let out a cry of pain as the claw squeezed him, causing sparks and circuits to fly out. He looked horribly squished.

"Okay. Look," GLaDOS said calmly; too calmly for Chell's liking. She knew her, she knew she did, but when? "We both said a lot of things that you're going to regret. But I think we can put our differences behind us. For science. You monster." She threw Wheatley somewhere across the room, Chell couldn't see where he had landed due to her position. "I may not know where your friend is, though I will say that since you went through the trouble of waking me up, you must really, really love to test."

Images of white and clean rooms with devices lining the walls filled her mind, all having to do with surviving and...cake? She hadn't even noticed that the claw had moved her until she was over a tube, one she recognized as the incinerator. "I love it, too. There's just one small thing we have to take care of first." Then she was dropped inside.

* * *

><p>Filthy, dark, brooding, silent, and empty. That's how this entire facility felt. For hours Litwick's tried to find a way out of Aperture, but the entire building was a maze in itself. <em>Note to self,<em> he thought as he stepped over a discarded turret. _Make a maze that's bigger on the inside. Might need help with at second bit. _The structures surrounding him were old; very old. So old, he was certain that the entire facility fell to ruins and remained like that for decades as he remained unconscious. The possibility was pretty high despite its sounding. But nevertheless, that didn't mean he wasn't going to make sure. He remembered all that time ago, however long it was, that GLaDOS said Chell was the only human in the Enrichment Center.

When he woke up, he found himself covered in an orange, gelatinous fluid that made it difficult to stand and walk. He ended up sliding on the floor and crashing into walls before he was finally able to fly away. Water was scarce, only fluids being dumped by tunnels, and he was not desperate to clean himself off by that. For the time that came, he kept sliding on his feet every now and then and was unable to take off anymore. The orange gel stuck to his wings, forcing the to stay stuck behind on his back. Even though it was slippery, it was also sticky. In other words, he was a dark fairy unable to fly and was gods-know-where in a world he accidentally stumbled across and was as lost as Zubat in the light. _Good thing Jasmine isn't here to see me in this sorry state,_ he thought.

"Hey. Hey, hey! Space. Can we go to space? Space! Let's go to space!" Litwick peered through the darkness and saw an orange light. The voice was coming from it. Another AI? "Space is my favorite color."

Litwick held up a hand to conjure a fireball for light and saw that a morality core similar to those on GLaDOS was trapped underneath a pile of wreckage. Its eye was twitching and the orange glass over its eye was slightly cracked. "Hey. Hey, I have an idea. Let's go to space."

Picking up a metal pole and a fabric wrapping from a chair or curtain, he used the both of them to make a makeshift torch. Once the torch was lit, he began to work on freeing the Space core. "Don't worry, fella. I got ya."

"Can you take me to space?" the Space core asked. "Space is love. Space is life. Space."

He frowned. He wasn't sure what made this core act this way, but he theorized that being trapped here in the dark so long may have made the core go a bit crazy. All darkness was space, you would be lucky to come to a star, which Litwick had the unfortunate luck of doing so once. But it did not hinder him from helping the Space core. Maybe they could both get out. If Chell was still here somewhere, he was not going to leave her. He wasn't that kind of person anymore.

"Space?" the core asked.

"That's right, space," Litwick said. "And to get to space, we need to go up. Do you know which direction is up?" He lifted the core by its handles with both hands, hunching a little at its weight.

The Space core's eye dared around the dim room, the only light from a bulb hanging on the ceiling. Even then, it was flickering. "Cave," the core said. "Cave. Find Cave. Find space. Let's go to space."

Even though it was a vague direction, it was still something. In this building of metal and machinery, a cave shouldn't be to difficult to find, should it? As he continued to walk forward, with the Space core in heads, Litwick couldn't help but wonder exactly how much time had past since the events that happened in GLaDOS's chamber. The echo of his footsteps was the only thing he heard aside from the Space core's ramblings about space and his love for it. Normally he would be bothered by the nonstop gob, but he wasn't really in the mood to tell off the core right now. He wasn't sure why. If anything, he enjoyed the Space core's ramblings, reminding him that he wasn't alone down here.

As they entered a corridor, Litwick heard a voice in the distance. It was a man, by the sound of it, and it sounds like he was giving an announcement or orders. The corridor eventually stretched to a large room with pipes and glass tubes and railings and flickering lights. It was almost as if an entire underground system was placed with the building, or at least the other way around. One glass tube was shattered and a blue gel similar to the orange he woke up in splattered on the floor.

"...This first test involves something the lab boys call 'repulsion gel,'" the man was saying. "You're not part of the control group, by the way. You get the gel. Last poor son of a gun got blue paint. Hahaha. All jowing aside, that did happen - broke every bone in his legs. But informative. Or so I'm told."

Test? So then he was being tested, was he? He wasn't sure how he felt about that. But on the bright side, it meant that here was another human here, after all. "Who are you?" Litwick called out, but he received no answer. His voice echoed, and the man said nothing. He made his way over to the blue gel, wondering how he would be able to use this. For now, he would have to comply; he couldn't fly, not until he found clean water, so he would have to participate in these tests.

The Space core gave another babble of space before Litwick set him down on the floor. He stepped on the repulsion gel and bouncing on his heels a little he found just how bouncy the ground was. Maybe the gel made the floor bouncy. Looking up, he saw another ledge with a doorway on the other side. The problem was, it was much to high to reach by a mere bounce. He suddenly came to a conclusion that the portal gun may be necessary, seeing as how it was useful the last time when he and Chell were wandering around the behind the scenes of Aperture.

"Hey. Hey. Hey, mister, hey. Hey." The Space core clicked and whirred as a panel on the nearby wall opened up, reveal a console. "Look. Look. Hey. Space."

Litwick picked up the core and looked at the console. Looking between them both, he set the Space sore into a slot. A moment later, another panel popped open, revealing a portal gun. It looked nothing like the one Chell had; it was bulkier, smaller as well. When he reached up to get it, he found that it was also heavy. It still had the familiar functions that he came to know. The BP and the OP made the platform a breeze to get to, but his feet scraped against the metal gratings. It stung, and made a reminder to himself to find something to protect his feet. Not shoes, though. Definitely not shoes. The anti-grav function also helped to carry the Space core from the bottom of the room to the top, then to the next one. He needed to hurry. Whether there were humans here or not, he had a bad feeling that something more was going on today.

* * *

><p>After so long, it was time. After being separated from Wheatley, Chell had to fair on her own for a while to survive the tests GLaDOS threw at her, some quite literally. Although she claimed to not hold a grudge, Chell knew better. Memories came flooding back to her as she took the tests, chamber after chamber, turret after turret. They all involved escaping, but she new that there was someone at her side at he time. A young man, but he seemed older. Where was he? What had happened to him? GLaDOS claimed to not have a clue, and Chell had the suspicion that she was actually the truth.<p>

And now, she and Wheatley were reunited, the latter just fine. After escaping the tests and delving into the operating rooms, they sabotaged both the neurotoxin vents and the turret system. They both stood in front of GLaDOS in her new, clean base.

"I hate you so much," she said upon realizing the neurotoxin fail and Wheatley come tumbling out of the tube instead.

The announcer's voice spoke up. "Warning: central core is eighty percent corrupt."

"That's funny, I don't feel corrupted," GLaDOS said thoughtfully. "In fact, I feel pretty good." Chell rolled her eyes. She had been corrupted since he day she was programmed, she decided. At the mention of a core transfer, she said, "Core transfer? Oh, you are kidding me."

"Alternate core detected. "

"Oh! That's me they're talking about!" Wheatley said, who was still on the ground. A panel opened up on the other side of the room and Chell used the portal gun to lift Wheatley up and carry him with ease to the console.

"Do not plug that little idiot into my mainframe!" GLaDOS warned.

"No, you _should_ plug that little idiot into the mainframe!" Wheatley countered, not realizing what he had just admitted. The two of them continued to bicker back and forth over him benigma plugged in, but it proved fruitless when he was inserted.

"Substitute core, are you ready to start the procedure?" the announcer asked.

"Yes!" Wheatley immediately said.

"Corrupted core, are you ready to start the procedure?"

"No," GLaDOS quickly said.

"Ohhhh, yes she is," Whealey said smugly.

GLaDOS quickly shook her head back and forth, as if visual reference would override the manual transfer. "Nononononono!"

There was a short pause before the announcer said, "Statement detected. Transfer cannot continue."

"Yes!"

"Pull me out pull me out pull me out pull me out pull me out pull me out pull me out!"

At the same time Wheatley began to repeat his message, Chell was about to do so until another line came from the announcer. "...unless a stalemate associate is present to press the stalemate resolution button."

"Leave me in, leave me in!" he shouted. A section of the wall opened, and a platform rose with a button on it. "Go press it."

Once again, both he and GLaDOS got into a verbal argument over the qualifications of pressing the button, but Chell was barely paying attention to them anymore. She ran to the button, but before she could press it, the floor rose up and became a wall, blocking her path. She ran around the entire perimeter of the platform, but the floors were already a wall. Instead, she aimed a portal to the ceiling and a second at the wall. She jumped inside it, landed on the floor, and slammed her fist on the button.

"Stalemate solved."

Wheatley let out a cry of triumph as the console he was plugged into began to turn and descend. "Here I go! Wait, what if it hurts? What if it really hurts? Oh, I didn't think of that."

"Oh, it will. Believe me." Even when at the point of defeat, GLaDOS continued to be the snarky and sarcastic system she was. At the moment, she hung limp to the floor, where Chell could see the seems of another panel open, most likely where Wheatley would be attached. But then, where would GLaDOS go? She hadn't thought of that. Best to worry about it later, she decided.

"Are you just saying that, or is it really going to hurt?" Wheatley continued, trying to eye up to GLaDOS as he sank into the ground. "You're just saying that aren't you? No, you're not. It is going to hurt, isn't it?" The panel finally closed and only his voice could be heard. "Exactly how painful are we tAAGHHHH!""

At the same time, the bars around GLaDOS sank her to the ground, and claws and pincers began to claw at her. "Get you're hands of me! No! Stop!" A barrier rose around her head as it was forced off, and her cries died out. "No! No! NO! NO! AAAAAAA-"

The barrier covered it, but Chell was certain Wheatley was getting attached now. GLaDOS's head was pushed over the barrier and to the floor. Her light was off.

A moment later, the body rose out of the ground and the dark walls of the chamber lit up to a white. "Woowwwww! Check me out, partner! We did it! I'm in control of the facility now! Whoa-ho-ho!" Wheatley, now at one with GLaDOS's body, spun in circles as Weighted Cubes and turrets fell from the ceiling, bouncing on each platform before sailing off. "Would you look at this! Not too bad, eh? Giant robot. Massive! It's not just me right? I'm bloody massive, aren't I?" Chell couldn't help but sigh with relief. Finally, it was all over. She could get out of this place with Wheatley and could get to work to finding other humans, and more specifically, the human who helped her before. He must be somewhere outside, she had a brief memory of green and trees before waking up to the courtesy call.

"Oh! Right, the escape lift! I'll call it now." Next to her, the poles rose up to the ceiling and through it as a circular doorway opened. The lift appeared next to her, ready to take her out. "There we go, lift called!" She stepped inside as Wheatley continued to talk about how exciting it was to be in such a huge body, but something went wrong. He let out a mirthful laugh, but then it turned maniacal. Halfway up, the lift topped. "Actually... Why do we have to leave right now?" he wondered. "Do you have any idea how good this feels? I did this! Tiny little Wheatley did this!"

Chell frowned. Something was happening to Wheatley. What was going on?

On the floor in front of her, the remaining GLaDOS head spoke. "You didn't do anything. She did all the work."

Wheatley huffed. The bright light inside the chamber suddenly dimmed, making everything dark and red. "Oh, really? That's what the two of you think, is it? Well, maybe it's something I do something then."

The panel underneathwheately opened up again, dragging GLaDOS's remains inside it. "...What are you doing...? NO! NO! NO!"

Once she was gone, Wheatley turned his attention to Chell, who still remained inside the lift. "Don't think I'm onto you, too, lady," he warned. "You know what you are? Selfish. I've done nothing but sacrifice to get us here! What have you sacrificed? Nothing. Zero. All you've done is boss me around. Well now how's the boss? Who's the boss? It's me."

Chell suddenly understood. The power of controlling the facility had become to much for him to handle. Instead of him taking control, it seemed the power had corrupted him! Is this what originally happened to GLaDOS? Was she originally helpful and kind until she was put in control of the Center?

A ding sounded and a claw took something out of the ground. A potato. "Ahh... See that? _That_ is a potato battery. It's a toy for children. And now she lives in it." Chell vaguely remembered passing by an abandoned children's science fair, one of the many parts of the Enrichment Center in ruins. Most of the displays were potato batteries, and there was one so huge it could rival GLaDOS. Most of the plant life here would have been able to come from that single large potato.

"I know you," the potato GLaDOS said, her voice hardly intelligible by her mere size.

"Sorry, what?" Wheatley asked.

"The engineers tried everything to make me...behave. To slow me down. Once, they even attached an Intelligence Dampening Sphere on me. It clung to my brain like a tumor, generating an endless stream of terrible ideas."

_What are you doing?!_ Chell wanted to shout, but she was unable to speak. She know what GLaDOS was like angry, but a corrupted Wheatley may be just as worse, if not more.

"No! I'm not listening I'm not listening!" Wheatley said, trying to ignore her.

"It was _your_ voice."

"No! No! You're lying! You're _lying_!"

"Yes, _you're_ the tumor. You're not just a _regular_ moron. You were _designed_ to be a moron."

Wheatley as getting visually angered now. He was sway back and forth menacingly, the claw holding GLaDOS twitching. "I am NOT! A MORON!"

"YES YOU ARE! YOU'RE THE MORON THEY BUILT TO MAKE ME AN IDIOT!" GLaDOS shouted.

In a fury, Wheatley threw her to the glass of the lift, nearly hitting Chell. "Well, how about now? NOW WHO'S THE MORON?!" With each following word, he used the claw to pound at the lift. Chell gasped as she fell to the ground, losing her grip on the gun as she tried to avoid the glass. "Could a moron punch! You! Into! This! Pit? Huh? Could a moron do that?" The lift began to creak as it sank into the ground and Chell felt the ground beneath her give away. "Uh oh."

Both GLaDOS and Chell fell into the shaft surrounded in nothing but inky blackness as they plummeted to the ground thousands of feet below them.

* * *

><p><strong>Yeah, I know it's been a while since I uploaded a chapter, since the beginning of last month. I was going to upload that chapter with Snow White today, but I still need to make revisions with it. So instead, I have given you a return to Aperture Science. This chapter was pretty easy since is basically a novelization of the first and second arc of the game, along with the Space core! The next Keyhole may take a while to update, as well as maybe the next chapter, but I haven't given up on this story, I promise you! I just needed a break, and I think I got it. Another chapter maybe this or next week, for sure. Maybe. Why do I keep making promises I can't keep? Soon. Let's go with soon.<strong>

**-Litwick723**


	14. Enter Lady Cia

_"We're not pawns of some scripted fate, it's the invisible ties that bond us."_

_–Avatar/Robin, Fire Emblem: Awakening_

_._

_"Run, you clever boy. And remember."_

_-Oswin Oswald, Doctor Who_

_._

_"None of this is fair. It isn't fair that part of your life was ripped from you. It's not fair that you were ripped away from me."_

_-Isabelle Lightwood, "The Mortal Instruments" series by Cassandra Clare_

* * *

><p><strong>25 years ago<strong>

Litwick kneeled down on the floor as Zilla poked at a wooden toy train. The two of them were in Mage's workshop, and the tools that were scattered on the table were rusted from not being used.

"Hey, Zilla," he said, gaining the other's attention. He looked as tentative as a child when he looked up. His shaggy black hair fell over his eyes from over growing. "Is there anything else you want to say?"

Zilla looked down, sitting cross-legged. He was barefoot, his feet also put covered in scales. He was without a shirt, leaving only his pants on. He picked up the train and ran the wheels over the palm of his hand. "Choo, choo," he said childishly. He set the bottom of the train over Litwick's face and ran up across it, giggling as he mimicked the rushing sounds a train would make.

Litwick sighed, taking the train off his cheek and setting both it and Zilla's hand down. "C'mon, Zilla. Give me another one before Mage comes back!"

Zilla only tilted his head looked down at the wooden train again. He began to raise it to his mouth before Litwick quickly stopped him.

He sighed again, placing his thumb on his forehead and Zilla collapsed, snoring. "This is just like what happened with Robin," he grumbled. "Only this time I'm trying to get prophecies rather than find the Keyhole."

At that moment, Mage walked in, carrying a bundle of children's toys in a box. "He fell asleep?" He set the box down, tilting the contents over.

Litwick flicked a stray Lego piece away from him. "Yeah. It's getting worse. He's not even making intelligible words anymore. Now he's acting like...like a baby. Fascinated by everything, crying for no reason, I couldn't even get him to put his shirt back on without him causing a tantrum. Even nibbled on his own tail."

Mage groaned, letting himself fall to the ground in exhaustion. "I feel like a parent rather than a brother," he said.

Litwick shrugged. "Not that hard, really. You just need to know your kid well and deliver whatever is necessary when the time comes for it, whether it be punishment, food, praise, or whatever else kids need."

At this, Mage snapped his head up. He looked as Litwick raised his best friend's head to lay a teddy bear underneath his head to act as a pillow. He pulled back the mangled hair and placed his hand on his forehead, as if checking for a temperature. He waved a hand over Zilla's chest and a red light appeared where his heart would be. How exactly did Litwick know how to be a parent? He was even acting like one right now! Unless...

His train of thought was interrupted as the doors opened and two more people walked in. The first was Phoenix, and the second he recognized as another member of the GMAD named Thor. No, not the Thor, just someone who had the same name. Thorongil82 was his full name. He had three swords, two on his hips, one grey and the other white, and one on his back that was in its scabbard, but the curve ave away wha kind of sword it was. They all had magical potential, though. He had a black hood over his head, covering almost all of his face. His hazel eyes showed a ferocity that not many members had, one that said he would give no mercy to the enemy. A scar ran over his left eye, leading from his hairline to just the tip of his top lip. He wore fingerless gloves and gauntlets, with silver chain mail armor over his hood, chest, and torso. His leggings and boots were entirely made of dragon scales courtesy of his Shock Fury dragon. Like Litwick, Phoenix, and Zilla, he can understand dragons.

"How's the slab?" Thor said bluntly. Phoenix hit his chest with her hand to scold him, rattling the chainmail. He also tended to be rather rude. "Fine. How's he doing, then?"

"If this keeps up, he's going to be not only unintelligible to the point where he can't make facial expressions, but his IQ will diminish, two. He'll be more mentally retarded than a newborn infant of any creature." Litwick placed his hands on either side of Zilla's head. "And that's really saying something, have you seen the way newborn Wen are like? It's amazing they have any survival instincts at all."

"Wen?" Phoenix whispered to Thor.

He looked at her with confusion. "When, what?"

"Foo." Zilla yawned after his 60-second period, staring up at the ceiling. He sat up, looking up innocently at the people around him. "Foo?"

Thor frowned. "What the hell is he saying?"

"He's hungry," Mage explained he reached at table Zilla couldn't reach and took down a pate of fish. Even though he wasn't a dragon, he sure had the appetite of one. Him and Phoenix's Violetstorm would have an eating contest. They have, actually. He lost. "Here. Make sure you chew."

Zilla nodded as he took the plate and setting it on his lap. He took a fish with both claws and took a large bite. He chewed and looked up at them with the innocence of a child. While eating, he smiled up at Litwick, who forced a smile back.

Thor looked over at the work tables and saw the rusted tools and gadgets. "I heard Mage had given up making any more projects, but I didn't expect it to be true," he said as he spun the dial on the blowtorch. "Why did you give up all this?"

"It's because of me Zilla is like this," Mage responded, making Litwick groan and put a hand to his forehead. "Fazbear Entertainment disappeared off the face of the worlds that day. The Ghostbusters even claimed that there was one around the corner, and the next day, it was a burger joint. I don't get it, I feel like they wanted this to happen."

"Then it's not your fault, it's this Fazbear company," Litwick said. "I mean, look at this stuff! You're a Sonic clone with a bit of Tails in your brain! High IQ in almost all worlds, makes our mech suits and weapons."

"You don't use any of the mech suits and the only weapons you use are your magic and Keyblade," Mage argued.

"I just have this thing for technology, I don't really endorse it. A few exceptions."

"You're a technophobe?" Phoenix said in surprise. Thinking back, he always seemed to grimace whenever something like cranes, submarines, cars, planes, and anything else with machinery was within the perimeter. No wonder he seemed to avoid the 21st century and beyond so much.

"A bit," he admitted. "But that's not my point. I mean, just look at this stuff!" He, Thor, and Phoenix grabbed rolls of unused and completed blueprints before they each unrolled one. _"With these blueprints we can build a mighty tower,"_ he said as he showed Mage the plans for a relaxation center.

_"With these blueprints we can mold a chocolate ball."_ Phoenix picked out one of his more earlier prints that was never completed, he scale showing that the ball was rather large.

_"With these blueprints we can forge enormous yo-yos."_ Thor picked up a more crumpled one, one that was meant to be a ride that was never started. _"With these prints we can do anything at all!"_

Litwick pulled Mage closer as Zilla continued to eat, moving his head slightly to the rhythm. He set him in front of the table with more points layer out in front of the four of them._ "We've got blueprints, glorious blueprints. They give us endless potentiality!"_

Phoenix picked up three more and set them in order. _"We can build an android porcupine, bionic hearts for Valentines, or giant dogs with artificial fleas!"_

_"'Cause we've got blueprints, glorious blueprints!"_ Litwick ruffled Mage's hair, making him laugh a little as Zilla used to do that. _"They make the things we dream reality!"_

Thor set another set of prints in front in front of him, piling them on top of each other. _"We can build jet-powered water wings, a catapult with mattress springs, and practically anything you see!"_

Mage looked on with nostalgia as each design was presented to him. Had it really been five years since the incident with the ghost child? It felt longer, but then again on, plenty of traumatic experiences felt that way, didn't they? And still no closer to helping him, and even Litwick, who supposedly has seen this before, didn't know what to do anymore.

_"We've got one prints, two prints, nothing we can't do prints!" _Thor began to stock his arms with blueprints, and the other two began to do the same.

_"Three prints, four prints, everyday there's more prints! Five prints, six prints, nothing we can't fix prints! Big prints, small prints, make anything at all prints! There's nothing we can do, as long as they're blue!" _They set the tools that Mage used to contrast Zilla his own wooden toys, along with a few blocks and board of said material._ "So get some hammer and nails, and puckers and pails! So grab a two-by-four 'cause we've got blueprints galore! We've got a lot of work to do with these prints that are blue!"_

Mage sighed as he set the blueprints back on the table. "I appreciate what you guys are trying to do, but I'm just not up to it anymore. Sorry, guys." He turned around to pick up the discarded box before setting a cowboy hat on his brother. He left the room, leaving a blinking Zilla in the room with them.

"Hm?" he said as he chewed on a teething ring.

"Told you it wouldn't work," Thor said irritably. "A musical number was a waste of time and a waste of my voice! I would have rather done a victory screech with SpongeBob!"

"Calm down, Squidward, it was just a suggestion," Phoenix said. "Music always helps all of us feel better, I just thought maybe Mage could use a tune."

"I hate to say it, but Thor's right," Litwick said. Said person perked before he frowned. "Sometimes it does, but this is something different. Mage lost his brother, and his presence is still here. That's not a good combination."

"And you know this how?" Thor challenged.

Litwick didn't say anything for a moment. "I've tried coming up with theories theories on how to remove the darkness damaging Zilla's brain. I've looked at the ghost child, but he's just that. A ghost. Something or someone gave him that darkness ability. I know only one person who could do that, but..." He shook his head. "No, he's still hiding. Why would he show up now?"

"Who is?" Phoenix asked as she helped Zilla construct a tower out of blocks.

"A demon. An enemy of mine from a long time ago," he said. He hesitated before he said, "You've never met him, thank gods, but he's dangerous. Really dangerous."

Laugher filled the room. An all too familiar voice spoke. "Aw, that's sweet. Thanks for the compliment." A hazy black smoke rose from the ground and encircled the spot. When it disappeared, a being with red scales, fanged teeth, and dark eyes and hair stood in its place. "Litwick."

"Mr.5," Litwick said, his Keyblade summoned in his hands.

Thor immediately unsheathed the two swords on his hip while Phoenix helped a bewildered Zilla behind the three of them."

These years have done wonderful for you, Little Lit," Mr.5 said. "I mean, look at you! I've seen ogres with better hygiene!"

"Who the hell are you?" Thor demanded, the grey sword crackling with electricity.

"No, the real question is, how do you reverse...that." He pointed to a whimpering Zilla, who wrapped his arms around Thor's legs no matter how much he tried to push him away.

"How did you do that to him?" Litwick said. "How did the ghost child leak the darkness to drain his brain?"

"Hoe should I know?" Mr.5 said as he began to casually stride around the room as if he didn't have three swords pointed at his direction. He picked up a block of wood and tapped a sharp claw to it. "I didn't do it. But I know who did."

"Who, then?" Phoenix asked warily.

"Nope. Not telling." He threw the block over his shoulder, landing on the stone floor with a clatter. "I want him gone, and I want you to do the job for me. I'd do it myself, but I rather get a front row seat when you see who it is, Litwick."

Litwick remained neutral, but he couldn't waver the fact that Mr.5 seemed pleased about whoever it was. "Do you know why he targeted Zilla?"

"I do actually." He sat down on a table and began to check his sharp nails. Then he reached up and rushed them along the front of his fanged teeth as if searching for food stuck in between them.

"Are you going to tell us what it is?" Thor said. His hand twitched with the desire to fight.

"Hm?" He looked up. "Oh. Nope."

"Then why are you here at all?" Phoenix said, her voice rising. She sounded like a mother who was starting to lose her patience with a child.

Mr.5 reached into his shirt and pulled out a folded piece of paper. "Look at this." He flicked the paper to their direction, and after spinning in the air, Thor caught it. He thrust one of his swords into the ground before he unfold it with one hand and read it.

"'Team Cyber's leader, Lady Cia, will be hosting a Pokémon free-for-all in the Kanto region's Cerulean Cave.' What the hell is this?" Thor ruffled the paper in his direction. "You telling me that our guy is in a Pokémon match?"

Mr.5 grinned. "Nope."

Litwick took the paper and continued to read. "'All grunts and elites of Team Cyber must show eligibility to represent their Pokémon to the match. Note that they will not be returned. All upgraded members of Cyber must report to Lady Cia immediately upon arrival. Team Cyber will be the best of them all!'" Litwick frowned. "Lady Cia must be behind this. But how did she get dark magic? I thought the Pokémon world was a land without it. Then again, I've never been there myself."

"I don't give a flying firetruck," Mr.5 said. "All that matters to me is to get her out of the way. She's messing with my plans to much."

"Let me get this straight," Thor said, counting on his hand with his sword. "You want us to take down the evil lady to help you? Why would we do that?"

"Because if you don't, then your man-child over there will be stuck the way he is." He nodded his head in Zilla's direction, who had stayed silent through out the entire exchange.

"I hate to say it, but we don't have any other choice," Litwick said. "If this Team Cyber is behind the dark magic inside Zilla, then we need to confront them. Find out what they're up and put a stop to it. Get Zilla his mentality back."

"You're thinking right for once," Mr.5 said. He stepped off the table and walked back to the area he appeared in. "Well, as much as I want to kill you, Litwick, I still need you for my final plan. Until next time, then. Toodles!" The black smoke had surrounded him again, and he was gone.

* * *

><p>The man stepped out of the corner, looking down both sides of the street. Once he saw that it was clear, he waved his hand behind him and another figure stepped out.<p>

"This is stupidly dangerous," the second figure said. "You were supposed to come alone with Red back there." He pointed in the direction of the alley way the two of them came out of of. "Why did you bring me?"

"You've been here before, you know where the cave is," the man said. "This isn't like going across another planet, you know. Well, supposedly it would be considering we're on another version of the planet Earth. Well, I say another version, but it's not as if it's a parallel world, it's a different universe altogether, one where aliens don't exist. Well, I say aliens, but I remember that one Pokémon that fell from outer space, remember that? That was my first trip away from our universe well, a trip that wasn't in a parallel universe that doesn't involved Pete's world. Well, I say it's Pete's world, but really, it belongs to all the citizens of that Earth and the other planets. Well, I say the other planets, but in actuality it doesn't really belong to them, it's just them to try and take over. Well, I say take over, but Torchwood over there is actually very good at handling aliens. Not that I don't think that my version of Torchwood isn't good, they're actually pretty well off. The only problem, really, is that sometimes visiting a new place tends to get tedious after being imprisoned and such. That's why I wanted you to come with me, so I know where and when I'm supposed to go."

The second figure looked up at him. "I can see what Donna meant when she mentioned Rose having the urge to slap you."

The both of them walked casually down the street, passing the occasional citizen with a nod and general greeting. As they walked by a river, the second pointed across the water. "There. The members of Team Cyber will be meeting in the Cerulean Cave over there. They'll enter during the night to avoid suspicion from the people, and Litwick and the others will be there as well." He shook his head. "So weird to say that."

"The Cerulean Cave next to Cerulean City?" the man said with a contorted facial expression. "Doesn't seem very creative. Then again, that's how humans are. Remember New New York? Well, technically, it's the 15th New York since the original on Earth, which means that that New York would be New New New New New New New New New New New New New New New York."

The second looked up at him. "Are you done?"

"I think so, yeah."

The second figure reached into his pocket and took something out. "Here. I want you to take her." He set the Pokéball in his hands. "Take care of her. You can bring her back to me when you see me again."

The man looked down at the Pokéball in his hands. "Are you sure? I know how special she is to you. Haven't seen you without her since I met you the first time."

He nodded. "Yes. I remember. Tomorrow I'm not going to have a clue as to who you are. But I remember when you used that Pokémon in battle. She's a Fairy-type, I guess that's why I found her interesting. Being half-fairy myself, well, I guess that's where Sylveon and I first bonded." He turned around. "I'll see you again, Doctor. When I do, the 27 planets will be in line. Keep Sylveon out of sight until I see you after." He threw somethings in the water and a vortex appeared. He looked at the Doctor one last time before he nodded and saluted with two fingers. He jumped into the vortex and the water stilled.

* * *

><p>It was nighttime when Litwick, Phoenix, Thor, and Zilla came out of Lantern's portal. The three of them (excluding Zilla) kept the revelation of Team Cyber a secret from Mage. They didn't want him to have a glimpse of hope given by an evil source. It could be a trap for all they knew. In fact, they weren't supposed to bring Zilla, either. He somehow snuck away with them. It was times like this when Litwick swore Zilla would fake it all.<p>

But he wasn't. After finally coaxing him to be fully dressed, the four of them stepped inside the Cerulean cave. There was little light and water dripped from the ceiling. It got colder as they went deeper.

"Are you sure this is the right cave?" Thor asked. "It's too quiet. A match was supposed to be held here."

"There're no other caves, I'd sense them." Litwick raised his hand and placed it on the wall. A small cluster of grass and vines grew around his hand. "I can sense life deeper inside. They must be pretty far in.

"Then why do we have these?" Phoenix asked, holding up the wooden clubs she had with her.

Litwick took one and placed his hand on the wall. A moss grew from it and he ripped off a chunk, wrapping it around the head of the club. Then he set it down, picking up two rocks and scratching them against each other. The club lit up and he had a torch in his hands. "Do the same with the other two."

"Why don't we use flashlights?" Thor asked as he sparked the rocks together.

"The batteries would die and we would've forgotten them. Well, Phoenix would've, anyway." After the push he received, he added, "Besides, I hate them."

"What, the batteries or flashlights?" she asked.

"Yes."

The four of them continued on for awhile longer until Zilla perked up. Out of the four of them, he had the best hearing, and it seemed that he picked something up. He tugged on Litwick's gloved hand like a protesting child, making incoherent hums as he pulled him down another pathway than the direction they were headed in. A klinking sound filled the air.

"Hey, check it out," Thor said. He pointed the torch up, and there, they saw several gear-like Pokémon. They were floating with each other, sparks coming from each. "These are Klink."

_"Klink. Klink. Klin-klink. Klink."_ The Klink kept on speaking, and the spark transferred from one Klink to another. One made its way to Zilla, who stood fascinated.

"They're amazing," Phoenix said. "I've never seen a Pokémon this close before."

_"Klink klink."_

Litwick shook his head. "No, he's not a Pokémon, he's just a humanoid," he said. "Listen, we're looking for a group of people somewhere in his cave. Do now where they are?"

_"Klin klin klink."_ The Klink all around the ceiling let up like a lightbulb, illuminating the cave more so it wasn't so dim. At the end of a separate tunnel, there was a metal door. "_Kink_."

"Thank you," Litwick said with a nod. He summoned his Keyblade and aimed it at the door. The seam split and it slid open with a hiss.

As he took Zilla's hand to guide him inside, Thor whispered to Phoenix, "Did you know that he can understand Pokémon?"

She shook her head. "No. Did you?"

Once they were inside, they felt how cool the room felt. It was all metal, a carpet leading up to another door. A loud wave could be heard on the other side. A few posters all featuring propaganda of how marvelous Team Cyber was lined parts of the wall. They featured a woman with dark skin and white hair. Despite the hair, she seemed rather young, maybe in her twenties. She had two odd purple marks underneath her eyelids, but it was probably part of the costume she wore. She had on a silver dress and a helmet that looked somewhat like a robot. In her hand she held a thin, metal band.

"Think this is Cia?" Thor asked, pointing with his thumb at one of the posters. "Her dress seems a bit revealing, doesn't it? Especially around the chest and her thigh."

"Really?" Litwick looked again and saw that it was true. Lady Cia revealed a cleavage and her thigh was sticking out like a sore thumb against the coloring of the poster. "Huh. I didn't notice that."

"How can you not?" Thor said incredulously. "I mean, it's pretty obvious!"

Litwick shrugged as he pulled Zilla away from one of them. "Does it really matter? Come on, we need find her and see if she's behind what happened in New York." He opened the door and the wave got even louder. Only he noticed that it wasn't a wave at all. It was the roar of cheers. They walked under an act and entered a stadium. They remained hidden in the shadows where they couldn't be seen. Standing next to the entrance, facing away from them, were two guards. They didn't carry any weapons, but the Pokéballs on their belts suggested that they would use violence if necessary.

The stadium below was surrounded by hundreds of people. They wore wore more or less the same clothing, a silver suit and a helmet made of metal. They almost looked like robots. Some of the people on lower balconies had visors covering their eyes, and others had thick arms and legs, probably some form of weapon. Those not wearing helmets had black hair with green streaks through it. All the men and women did. It seemed that one one sort of hairstyle was allowed in this place. The stadium was filled with small dots. It took Litwick a moment to process that they were all Pokéballs. There were dozens, split across the sandy ground. None lay too close to the line dividing the battlefield, two sides of one coin. A woman's voice filled the air.

"Royal members of Team Cyber!" the woman said. "It brings me a delightful honor to host this wonderful tournament. All bets are placed, and with the help of my acquaintance, Giovanni from Viridian City, this will be a competition to remember!"

"Thank you, Lady Cia," a man said. "Cerulean City is quite busy compared to the quaint Viridian City. Team Cyber has giving me inspiration, but now's not the time to reminisce about the future. No, in the here and now, we have a battle to enjoy! Hope you've placed your bets!"

Litwick reached into his cloak and pulled something out. He went behind the first guard and blew the powder. Under his nose, causing him to collapse in his arms. The second guard didn't noticed until he saw that he was gone. "Where the hell he go off to?" he muttered. Then Litwick stood in front of him and blew the powder in front of his face.

"Nice," Thor said as he dragged the man away from where he could be seen by passerby. "What now?"

"Undress them," he put simply as he began to remove the silver armor and clothing from their bodies.

"Wait, what?"

"We need disguises," Litwick said. "Thor and I'll go and bring back more of these outfits. Phoenix, you and Zilla will stay here and keep an eye on the guards. If they wake up, just knock them out again." She grinned. "Preferably with the poppy powder," he added, tossing her a small pouch. The grin fell.

"So what, we just leave them here naked?" Thor said, gesturing to the first man who was only in boxers.

"I'll tie them up with vines, just get the other one off." Litwick placed himself inside the armor and suit, felling just how heavy they seemed to bring him. He adjust his neck to fit his cloak inside.

"Why don't you just take the cloak off?" Phoenix asked.

"I feel naked without it," was his only answer. A moment later, Thor, with his visor over his eyes, walked up to him. He also had a piece of cloth over his mouth to over his scar. "Wow, that was fast."

"I'm right here," Thor said from next to Phoenix, waving his hand.

Litwick looked back and forth between the two of them. "Wait, then who's-?"

The visor opened up, revealing scaly skin, dark eyes, and overgrown hair. His tail stuck out awkwardly behind him.

"Ugh, Zilla," Litwick said. "Take that off! You can't come with me. You need to stay here." Zilla looked at him with confused eyes, humming something.

"Maybe you should take him with you," Phoenix said. "I mean, you're more powerful than me, you can take care of him more easily than I could."

"With this tail sinking out like that?" Litwick pointed to the wavy thing. Then his eyebrows shot up. "Wait, I have an idea." He went over to Thor and reached inside his hood, taking out a folded piece of cloth.

"The hell? Where did that come from?" He stared at the pocket he didn't even know he had.

"Remember when your dragon gave you a bath of fire after an evil duplicate of you terrorized it?" Litwick said as he unfolded the cloth, wrapping it around Zilla's waist like a towel.

Thor blinked. "No?"

"Exactly." Once the cloth was wrapped, he grazed a finger over Zilla's tail and along with the article of clothing, it vanished. "There's a chameleon cloth to hide your tail. It'll stay like that unless you do something like set it on fire. Word of advice, do not set it on fire."

Zilla nodded, and evidence shows a smiled behind the cloth over his mouth. He pulled the visor over his eyes and nodded, standing firm and stiff.

Thor slapped his forehead.

* * *

><p>They didn't really pay attention to whatever the stadium had to offer. Litwick and Zilla made it through on their own through the rooms, passing other guards and secure areas. More than once Litwick had the itch to take Zilla back to the others and find Lady Cia on his own, but he decided against it. As much as he hated to work with others, he knew that they would eventually find out who and what he was. They always did. And he did the same thing he'd always do. Take their memories.<p>

It was horrible, he knew, taking away the memories of people he came to know the past few years. Some of them even had dragons. He was contemplating getting a dragon of his own. But every time, every damn time Mr.5 showed up, they would find out who he was. And they forgive him. They accept him. And how does he repay their acceptance? He takes the memory away. How many times has Zilla stumbled across the rings? How many times has Dream read the book? How many times has Lantern talked to him about the pain of losing a loved one? He lost count. He gave up keeping count a long time ago. Now, he was reduced to hiding while being spotted. It was much easier than hiding alone. The worlds always seemed to push him to the GMAD for the past 375 years, and he eventually joined in. Every time they get closer, he wonders if there will ever be a moment where they keep their memories, where they regain them. There is, he decides. At his deathbed. His permanent one. What he wouldn't give to be a simple human mortal again.

Unfortunately, he was so distracted in his own thoughts that he didn't hear that his attention was being called to until someone grabbed his shoulder. He looked up to see a young man with a stern and fierce look on his face. He had short, black hair and wore al black as opposed to the silver the organization wore. Zilla kept on walking and paused when he saw Litwick no longer leading the way.

"Who are you?" the man said. "You don't have the clearance to get up here, grunt. How did you get passed the guards?"

"We walked," Litwick said, making a mental reminder to sneak disguises for a higher status. "They just let us pass. Didn't say anything to stop us."

The man glared at him for a moment before he groaned, placing his hands over his eyes. "Those idiots," he grumbled. "I specifically said to not let any grunts in. Just because they can guard doesn't mean you lot can just wander off wherever you like."

Litwick nodded. "Of course, sir. I apologize. We should probably head back, then. I think our shift is next, anyway." He pulled Zilla's arm, tugging I'm back in the direction they came from. Unfortunately, Zilla chose that moment to trip and hiccup, not bothering to get up. Zilla, you useless...!

"What's with him?" the man asked with a raised eyebrow.

"Intoxication," Litwick said, grimacing at the thought. He only drank once or twice before and regretted it both times. "He's been acing like this for a bit."

"Well, we can't have that, can we?" A man came from the same passage Litwick and Zilla came from. He had on a brown pinstriped suit with trainers for shoes rather than something formal. His hair was a bit rustled, and he had on glasses perched on his nose. He also had an accent that Litwick couldn't place. "Though, I must say, you, my friend, haven't been very good at your job." He pointed to Cyrus. "I mean, really, how can an acquaintance of the Lady Cia make such a foolish mistake? You should never, repeat, never let a grunt drink alcohol. Met a bloke once, his name was Ross. Good kid, Ross Jenkins. Almost died doing battle to protect his home, bless his soul. That's all he is, a grunt. Although, when you travel as long as I have and seen what I've seen, you realized that everybody matters. Everyone who thinks they're not important is wrong. You exist for a reason, and whether it be bad or good, that's your choice. Just need to make sure you get help every now and then."

Litwick only payed half attention as he helped Zilla up to his feet. The way he spoke, he could almost think that he was talking about himself. Whoever he was, he knew this: this man wasn't human, even if he looked and acted like it.

"And who are you?" the man said, holding his patience surprisingly well.

"I'm the Doctor," the man reached into his pocket and took out a badge. "I'm the head of Team Bad Wolf over in the Tardis region. I came here to see what the hullabaloo with Team Cyber was about. And remind me never to use the word 'hullabaloo' ever again." He waved the badge in front of the man before setting in front of Litwick's point of view. It was blank.

"Doctor who?" he asked, making him grin.

"I see," the man said, straightening a bit. "Is Lady Cia aware of your arrival?"

"She isn't, actually," the Doctor said. He stuffed his hands in his pockets all-naturally. "She doesn't even know of our existence. Honestly, we caught whim of this extraordinaire from an old friend of ours. And old friend." He paused a moment before speaking. "Then again, I'm one to talk. Well..."

"I am Giovanni, Lady Cia's second-in-command. And there are more of you?"

"Just one," the Doctor said. "A plucky young woman who came as my companion. Believe me, I'd settle for a roaring Loudred over her any day, though the two of them could have a match themselves and she'd come out on top." He waved a finger towards the two 'grunts'. "I'm going to have to take these two with me for the time being. In my opinion, you have far too many grunts in Cyber, a surplus of them, even. You don't mind if I take these two from you for a mo'? We can discuss politics over a good cuppa tea. Love tea. Tea once saved me life, you know."

Without waiting for an answer, the Doctor gently held both their shoulders and led them down another hallway different from the one they had previously entered. Once they were far enough and no one was within earshot, he sighed. "Rassilon, that was close."

"Who are you?" Litwick asked. "You're obviously not human. Too chatty."

The Doctor smiled. "I like you. Observant. Like that. and I can tell you're not human, either, neither of you. Who are you then?" He whipped out a silver tube from his suit pocket and held it in front of a door. The tip lit up as a buzzing sound reached their ears and the door unlocked. He stepped inside.

"We're here to help my friend," Litwick said hesitantly, not exactly trusting the man. "Two more of us are hiding near the entrance. We need disguises for them, that's why we were looking for more of these suits." He gestured to the silver clothing he was wearing.

"Don't like it much," the Doctor said grimacing. "Reminds me too much of something." He paused. "Oh, of course! It all makes sense now!" He led them down another bare hallway, this one with screens and buttons and lights. From the corner of his eye, the Doctor could see Litwick's discomfort. At the end of the hallway was a red headed woman.

"Oi, Spaceman!" the woman spat. "You sure took your sweet time, didja?"

"I figured it out, Donna!" The Doctor took out the silver tube again, buzzing the walls and equipment. "I figured it out what Team Cyber is up to!"

Litwick raised his eyebrows. Originally they planned to free Zilla of this living hell then find out what was wrong with this organization, but it seemed that they wouldn't have long to wait for the second option. "What are they up to, then, Doctor?"

"It's so obvious now, I must be thick in the head!" the Doctor said, tapping the tips of his fingers to his temples animatedly.

"What else is new?" Dona scoffed.

The Doctor either didn't hear her comment, or chose not to. "Of course! Team Cyber and the Cybermen, no wonder they ended up here! Though, they didn't get here like they did the first time around at Torchwood One, they didn't come through a crack in the universe. No, someone actually brought them here, someone knew I was coming and wanted me here. Someone nagged a few before they could fall into the void. Oh..." His revelation trailed off as his eyes widened. "But then if they knew I was coming..."

The Doctor didn't get a chance to finish as every piece of machinery in the corridor switched off. The soft hums were now silent and all gauges and dials were at zero.

"What's happened, then?" Donna asked, trying to start up a nearby computer. "Everything just powered off. Why is that?"

Litwick frowned. "I can sense evil," he said, pulling out his Keyblade. "Zilla, stay behind me. Zilla?" He turned around only to see Zilla curled on the floor like a cat, even kicking his foot lightly in sleep. "Zilla, not now!"

A woman's laugh echoed as she materialized inside the room with them. "Oh, Litwick, you don't need to worry! I don't plan to hurt you! You're much to useful for me right now." Lady Cia stood in front of them. She had that same outfit she wore in the poster, the much-too-revealing one.

"You're not human, either," Litwick realized. He shuddered a breath.. Even without his heart, he could feel a ring of true anxiety within him. "You're a sorceress."

"I do prefer Lady Cia," she said. "And I must say, Doctor, his form of yours is quite...dashing." She gave a seductive smiled that glinted in her wicked eyes. "A shame that my heart belongs to another man."

The Doctor let out a sigh of relief.

"What did you do to Zilla?" Litwick asked trying to stall as much as possible to come up with a plan. It seemed that Lady Cia hadn't picked up on it. Yet.

"I needed you here," Cia said with a bit of a pout. "I needed you. You can't expect an innocent girl like me to get what I want so easily, do you?"

"I don't expect an innocent girl like you to be innocent," Donna commented, snarkiness dripping in her voice. "In more ways than one."

Lady Cia shook her head, clicking her tongue. "Oh, I was so hoping to do this peacefully," she said with what could possibly pass for sarcasm. "Well. Seems I have no choice but to...upgrad my chances."

The Doctor reached for something in his pocket. "You promise the people of your false organization a better life to rise above Pokémon and you reduce and use them to satisfy your own needs. You turn them into beings of destruction with no feeling but the need to be better than the rest. Tell me, what use will the Cybermen be to you?"

"My client has informed me well," Cia said. "He is so eager to meet you. Wait until you met him." The door slammed open and in walked three robots, all marching in unison to stand in front of Lady Cia.

"You're converting the advanced of Team Cyber into Cybermen," the Doctor said in a hushed voice.

"Willingly, I must add," Lady Cia continued. "Told them their little human brains would be placed inside a lifeless hunk of metal. They agreed on account it would make them stronger. And they're right, actually. You've dealt with the Cybermen many times before, Doctor. Can you honestly think you've got an escape route this time?"

The Doctor smiled. "Oh, I love it when they say that. I'm sorry, but the Doctor isn't here right now. Please leave a message after the beep." He pointed the silver tube at a computer which rebooted instantly. After a few beeps and clicks, the floor beneath the four of them gave away, dropping al of them inside before it closed up again. The computer sparked and it shorted out. Even with the floor closed, they heard the Doctor's shout as it faded away. "Beeeeep!"

Lady Cia exhaled heavily.

_"Mistress, the subjects have escaped,"_ one of the Cybermen said.

"I can see that!' Lady Cia snapped. She turned to face them. "Find them, all of them. Search for any others that might be hiding. _Bring_ me the Doctor and the fairy. Kill _anyone_ who hinders you from doing so!"

* * *

><p><strong>Songs:<strong>

**Litwick, Phoenix, Thor—"We've Got Blueprints" from Phineas and Ferb**

* * *

><p><strong>Will we see the Doctor again? <em>Who<em> knows?**

**This story just gets crazier and crazier, am I right or am I right? As some of you might have guessed, time travel was involved in more ways than one. Or at least, it will be. See, this is the thing about time travel. People assume that time is a strict progression of cause to affect, but actually, from a non-linear, non-subjective point of view, it is more like a big ball of wibbly-wobbly, timey-wimey...stuff. It got away from me, yeah. What was I saying...? Oh, yeah. This is not going to be the first use of time travel involved in this story. It will and may happen later on. Fantastic!**

**-Litwick723**


	15. After Night at Freddy's

_"Oh, turn it off. I'm breaking IN, not OUT. This is River Song back in her cell. Oh, and I'll have breakfast at the usual time. Thank you."_

_-River Song, Doctor Who_

_._

_"In movies and in television the robots are always evil. I guess I am not the into the whole rising [cyber], dystopia thing."_

_-Daniel H. Wilson_

_._

_"We hated each other so well, and loved each other so badly."_

_-Seanan McGuire, "Rosemary and Rue"_

* * *

><p><strong>Present day<strong>

Jack was over 300 years old and he had never seen anything scary as the animatronics. He had helped to overthrow tea at the Boston Tea Party. He suffered the gasses of a Nazi concentration camp. He tried and failed to uncover the the truth behind the assignation of Kennedy. Every little frightening thing that happened in the world scared him. But he always tried to find a way to stop, or maybe even prevent such things. The Guardians protected the children, but Jack wanted to help all people. Be an anonymous superhero that people could look up to. But that dream was a long time ago. He gave up on that dream more recently, in the past decade or so. He finally came to terms that he could never be able to save a single person, and he still blamed himself for the fall of the Titanic. He was mulling over himself that day and his emotions got out of hand. So many people died that day.

And now it was even worse since he had people he cared about, who cared about him. And Elsa. He loved Elsa, and it might just be because she was as lonely as him. Forget opposites attract, they were more and more similar with their magic even if he was mortal at the moment. Elsa filled a hole in his heart that he didn't even know was there, one that made him feel glad. Glad that he was brought in to see the Guardians, glad that Litwick brought him and her here. Glad that he made a few friends in just a short amount of time and that he was enjoying himself with other people who can actually see him, invite him to be with their little activity.

And now, Jack could only hold his breath as he heard Freddy screech and Elsa scream. Five nights. Thirsty straight hours of pain and suffering. They didn't get a break, as soon as six AM arrived, everything would become dark and the next night would start. Thirty hours, and not a single time did any of them sleep. They were too scared to sleep. In fact, Elsa had passed out out of fear, slump in Jack's arms. When everything was silent, he slowly looked up, hoping not to see Freddy's face. It was dark. So dark he could see his hand in front of his face when he did so. He didn't realize he was shaking until he exhaled a shuddering breath. Slowly, he set Elsa down on the floor. The ground, he realized, was cold. It was a good thing the cold didn't bother her, then. He was starting to freeze, though.

He walked around blindly for a moment until he felt the metal wall. As soon as he did, however, a light came on above them. A single lightbulb came on and he saw where he was. He stood in a metal room with a glass case. That was the only thing in the room, but inside the case itself was a robot. The robot had a feminine figure with silver skin and hair. She wore a purple draping over her chest, exposing her left shoulder. She wore dark purple pants and her right arms was covered in an equal shade of a purple sleeve. Her eyes were closed, and her lips wore a thin line from emotionless-ness. She stood upright, as if sleeping. On the side of the glass case, Jack saw a sign. He walked over to it and read it.

PRIMARY INTERACTIVE X-TERNAL ASSISTANT LIFE-FORM 2.0

Jack frowned. Why was it such a long name? What would it be shortened for, PIXAL? It was basically the same as "pixel" with an 'A' rather than an 'E'. Behind the glass case, Jack saw a blueprint for the robot. He picked it up, hoping to find some sort of clue. There weren't any doors in the room and Elsa needed to be looked at. Medically, of course.

The blueprint contained a list of functions that Pixal was capable of. He glanced over them. There was self-defense, a facial recognition software, translation software, something called "Spinjitzu," a memory bank, and so much more that Jack felt that it may be a bit redundant. But one on the list caught his attention: medical assistance. Picking up the Ice Rod, he used the hilt of it to break the glass. No alarm sounded.

The robot powered up. Panels on the wall turned over and seemed to be generating electricity into her. She spasmed for a moment before she opened her eyes. They were a reflective green. "Master? Have you called me?" She spoke in a smooth and normal voice for a robot, slightly altered. She looked around the room and landed her eyes on Jack. "You are not the Master. Why have you woken me?"

"I need your help," Jack said. "My friend, she needs to be looked over." He knelt down next to her, holding her head up.

Pixal looked at him before she walked forward. He expected to hear a whirring sound as she walked, but he didn't. "My sensors indicate that her majesty Queen Elsa of Arendelle is in a state of shock." She bent down on one knee and placed a metal hand on her forehead. It glowed red. "She will be in this state for quite some time. Whatever has happened to put her like this, Jackson Frost?"

Jack looked astonished until he remembered that Pixal came with facial recognition. "We were in that game. The one with the animatronics."

She stood up. "Of course. You've met Freddy Fazbear, then. My master was able to subdue the Phantom's physical form, but his spiritual one is still out there. My data banks state that others arrived on Crown Heart Island. What has happened that my Master is unable to come for my help?"

"Is your master Litwick?" Jack asked.

Pixal nodded. "Yes. Many times he has asked me to not call me his Master, but I feel I must. He created me even though his has a vile distaste for technology. I am the Primary Interactive X-ternal Assistant Life-form 2.0. When my first form perished, Master took my body and built me a new one. I still retain my memories of my life before even though it belongs to my first form. I remain here, helping Master defend this island from evil."

"Good," Jack said. "Ever heard of Mr.5? He's here and he's turned almost all of my friends to stone and is controlling Litwick with a dagger. Those of us that escaped split up and are trying to come up with a plan to beat him."

"Mr.5? As in the demon, Klubin?" Pixal's green eyes turned red. "That menace! It is because of him that the Digital Overlord almost succeeded in taking over Ninjago. He and that Master Chen were the ones that destroyed my first body. I will gladly aid you on your mission. As the Ninja once said, let's sock it to them! Ninja, go!" In Pixal's place was a purple and silver tornado her size with snowflakes shooting out. The tornado made its way up the wall and onto a circular pad that Jack hadn't noticed before. She sunk into the pad and a blank wall opened, revealing the next room over. He immediately recognized it as the room with the game console. Pixal returned to the floor after the tornado disappeared. "Hurry we must find your friends."

Carrying Elsa, Jack quickly and carefully followed Pixal out the room and into the stoned hallway and mirrored walls. "We need to find our friend Hiccup, first," Jack said. "Something or someone replaced him with a duplicate a while ago and we don't know where he is."

"Wait just a moment." Pixal came to a stop and turned around to face him. "Hiccup? As in Hiccup Horrendous HaddocK the Third?"

Jack blinked. "Huh. That's his full name, then?"

Pixal shook her head. "I do not understand. Why would the Master's son be here? He said he would never see him again against his own wants."

"Wait, what?"

She turned back in the direction they were heading in. "Someone is arriving." She reached behind her back and a katana blade came out of it. Jack startled, remembering that she was a robot. Of course she would have hidden weapons inside her. "Movement indicates a small size, but one can never be too careful." She raised the weapon in a threatening manner, ready for what was to come.

Quick footsteps thundered down the hall, and Jack saw a familiar face turn the corner, out of breath and panting. "What-? Wh-who are you?" Hiccup took a few steps back, putting the paining behind him. Then his eyes flickered and locked on behind Pixal. "Jack!"

"Hiccup!" Jack sighed with relief. He was fine, then. Setting Elsa down, he ran to him and the first thing he did was was smack his fist on Hiccup's helmet, causing it to ring against his head.

"Ow! What was _that_ for, then?"

"Where the heck were you?" Jack said. "Something took your place and almost got us killed!"

"I know," Hiccup said, rubbing his head. "I was trapped inside the mirrors, but you didn't see or hear me when I tried to call for you guys. It as Pitch, I'm sure of it. He made a copy of me and taunted me when it left with you guys. But then the wall disappeared and I found the painting with the dragons, see?" He pulled out the painting from behind him, sighing. "It so good to see you again. But what's wrong with Elsa?"

"Her majesty is under an influential state of shock," Pixal said. She set the katana down, but didn't put it away. "Interesting. My sensors indicate that there is a 92% chance that you are indeed the real Hiccup. Your father would be proud of you for being so brave upon the face of a danger like a duplicate."

"Um..thank you?" Hiccup said. "Who are you?"

"I am Pixal. The one you know as Litwick created me to help in his fight against the darkness, or more precisely, the demon Klubin." A red light began to blink on her shoulder. "That is strange. I am detecting readings of another life-force similar to Hiccup's, but I only detect one." At that moment, an exact copy of Hiccup came charging around the corner, tackling the first one to the floor. "Oh. Never mind."

Jack watched bewildered as both Hiccups tumbled to the floor, the painting falling face-up to the floor. The second one sat himself on top of the helmet-wearing Hiccup's legs, pinning his arms down. "Ha! Gotcha!" He looked up at Jack with a look of hope and something else on his face. "Jack! Thank the gods I found you! Help me! This guy is trying to pass off as me!"

The first Hiccup flicked his head, sending the helmet up and hitting the other's face. He brought his hand up in pain and reflex, and the first used the opportunity to push him off and assume the same position as he did. "Jack!"

"Jack!"

Jack looked back and forth between both Hiccups, gripping the Ice Rod with both hands. "I-I don't know which is the real one!"

"Allow me to help," Pixal said. She had been so quiet that he had almost forgotten she was there. "Ninja, go!" She spun into her purple and silver tornado again, dashing up and taking both Hiccups inside. When the spin faded, both Hiccups stood next to one another, slightly dizzy from the spin. One of them wore the helmet.

Pixal made her way over next to Jack and said. "It is strange. I am detecting a high probability that both of them have a 92% chance of them being the real Hiccup."

"What's the other eight?" Jack asked as he used the Rod to freeze both of their feet in place. He hated doing this to which ever was the real Hiccup, but he didn't want to risk it.

"There is a slim possibility that one or both of these are just beings of Flesh. The Flesh are man-made organisms that possess the same memories and build as the person they are based from. If there is a Flesh of Hiccup in this room, then he would have the same mannerisms and experiences as him, but is working for the demon."

Jack looked at the Hiccups again. He pointed to the one wearing the helmet. "Hiccup. Where did you get that helmet from?"

"Hm?" After rubbing his head, he took the helmet off. "This one? My dad gave it to me. He gave it to me the day he returned from finding the dragon's nest."

"I remember that," the other Hiccup said. "That was also the night he said that he was starting to give up on me."

"No, he said he was was _about_ to give up on me." He gestured to himself for emphasis. "_I'm_ Hiccup."

"Can you honestly tell me where it was _I_ first went when I went to go looked for trolls when I was five?" the second Hiccup challenged.

"Yes. I went into the forest and came across the cove. Finding Toothless there wasn't the first I've been there."

Jack watched the exchange as the two Hiccups kept on competing on which Hiccup in reality did which. "We're never going to figure out the truth with them bickering like this," he said.

"How do you think we feel?" The second thrust his arm out to shove the first to the ground. But since his feet were plastered, he fell to his back with his feet still planted on the ground. _"Me, myself and I don't see eye to eye. Me, myself and I don't get along. Me, myself and I can finally say goodbye. This collaboration always felt so wrong!"_

Helmet Hiccup scoffed, pushing himself back into a standing position as he straightened it. _"There's two of us on the scene and I don't wanna sound me, but I'm telling you I'm happy without me." _He swatted the arm of Non-Helmet Hiccup, who retaliated by scratching at his neck. _"I've been holding me back, but now I'm on the right track, we're done. Finito, I'm free!"_

Non-Helmet took his vest off and threw it to his face, as if it could actually do damage. _"From here on out, we can both exist peacefully without all of this trouble and external strife. Now that we're separate, we can do anything. So don't let the door hit you, have a nice life!"_

_"I'm through with myself, I'm better off without him."_ Helmet took his...helmet...off and and whacked the other with it. _"I'm through with myself, I'm better off without him. Me, myself and I don get along."_

Pixal looked back and forth at the two of them as they continued to hit each other with their arms and the helmet. "Interesting," she said softly so only Jack can hear her. "I remember that Master explained to me that his son was one to avoid conflict. Why would he choose now of all times, if at all, to fight his Flesh physically?"

Jack widened his eyes at this. "Unless they're _both_ Flesh," he whispered. "Is it possible they're both fakes? I mean, if these Flesh are working for the darkness, then that might mean that they have that evil part lingering in their brain even though they copied Hiccup, a pacifist."

"Imputing data," Pixal said as she did the equation in her head. "If we assume your assumption to be true, then...there only remains a 17% chance that the true Hiccup is with us at the moment." They watched as one of them hit the other under the belt. "Seven percent."

"Why are there still numbers at all?" Jack wondered. But watching them both now, he thought back to the Hiccup that accompanied them back in the game. So violent and careless, worse than Snotlout. These two were fighting like those twins, Ruffnut and Tuffnut.

"I have detected a weapon nearby," Pixal said. She turned around, but by the time she did, it was too late. Two blasts rang out. Where both Hiccups stood a moment earlier was only a white substance that looked like thick milk. Jack shuddered a breath. "Both false Hiccups were indeed Flesh," Pixal said.

Jack let his breath out. He didn't even realize he had been holding it. They suddenly just turned to milk in the blink of an eye. What would've happened if one of them was the real Hiccup? What if it had killed him?

"Hello, sweetie." A woman's voice sounded behind him. Turning around, he saw a woman with dark blonde, curly hair. She wore a long dress that reached to the floor. The dress was all black and showed red high heels underneath. She wore red lipstick and had a show of a smug, triumphant, and flirtatious smirk on her face. In one hand, she carried some kind of tube. In the other, she had a strange gun aimed past them.

"Who are you?" Pixal asked. "You are not registered in my facial database."

The woman smiled. "'Hell in High Heels', he calls me," she said. "Here." She set the gun down and threw the tube at her.

Pixal caught it and examined it. "Subject confirmed. You are commonly known as Professor River Song. You are an ally of the Doctor. According to my databanks, the Doctor is one of the most trusted allies of my Master, if not the most. You appearance has been noted."

"Doctor?" Jack said incredulously. "As in, _Doctor Who_, that old show from 1963? With the phone box that's bigger on the inside?" He chuckled at the mere thought of it, but then he caught River's ongoing smirk. "You're kidding me. He's real, too?"

River gave a mock gasp. "Spoilers," she said in a musical term, wagging her eyebrows up and down.

Jack looked back at the remaining ice. "Where's Hiccup, then?" He asked. "Kid must be losing it. I'm pretty sure he has abandonment issues."

Pixal was silent for a moment and Jack realized that she was doing her research. "My sensors indicate a 98% chance that Hiccup is currently with us, but he is not physically here. Is it possible that he is entrapped somewhere nearby?"

"Exactly," River said. "Listen up, sweeties. You're old friend Pitch Black is the one that was with you during the robot incursion. He took the real painting and replaced it with this one." She bent over in a crouch and picked up the discarded painting. Then she ripped the paper off, ripping it in smaller pieces. "Destroying the painting would get all of the reptiles back here if it were real."

Jack nodded, his head still swirling over the fact of the Doctor's existence. "Okay, then. So where's Hiccup?"

River rolled up her sleeve and and took off a bracelet she had underneath. She set it over Jack's arm, and he saw that it was more heavy and electronic than a normal bracelet. "This is a vortex manipulator," she explained. "It's a teleportation device. I'll input the coordinates for where the Viking is and the two of you can escape." She pressed some buttons of numbers and handed him a folded piece of paper. "You're going to need this with you. Input the numbers labeled and it'll take you to your next destination, then you'll meet us back here at the same time you left."

Jack frowned. "Left? What's that supposed to mean?"

She gave the same grin she did earlier. "Spoilers."

He sighed, knowing he was not going to get a straightforward answer anytime soon. He gazed over to Elsa, who had still not woken. Her expression was hardened, as if she were in pain.

"Her majesty will remain secure," Pixal said. "Her well-being will be taken care of by my hands."

He sighed, though he was still wary of River Song, but she saved their lives by uncovering the Flesh.

"Just press the center button and you'll be taken to him," River said. "And take this." She handed him an object that Jack had never once thought he would see for his own eyes: a sonic screwdriver. "Press the button to discern if he's a Flesh or not. It'll send you the results."

Jack nodded. His finger hovered over the button for a moment before he pressed it, disappearing in a spark of electricity. The moment he had, Pixal turned around to the direction the Flesh came from. "Alert. I sense multiple life-forms heading here."

A few seconds later, Jack and a young man who looked to be in his late teens came rounding the corner. They both had singed hair and clothes, and a small strand was on fire over Jack's head. A moment later, Zilla, Hiro, and Anna came in after them. They also looked singed, but not as out of breath.

"So," Jack said, looking back and forth between Pixal and River, a wide grin on his face. He twirled the screwdriver in his fingers before tossing it back to its owner. "How long was I gone?"

* * *

><p><strong>36 hours earlier<strong>

Hiccup stared on in agony as Pitch Black, under a disguise of himself, followed Jack and Elsa. Why was he such an idiot? As soon he saw something up with his reflection he should've left, or shouted early. But no. His reflection reached out and grabbed his shoulders, pulling him inside. Now he was left on his own, trapped in a room with no exists, the only people he trusts nowhere near him. For a few minutes, he wondered what would happen if they never found out the truth of the false him parading around. Would they notice? Tell the difference between him and the imposter? What happens if they do? Would they even come ack for him? Of course they would, he was their friend. But he had a nagging feeling in the back of his head that said that they wouldn't come back, that they would rather he rot here in his own.

Litwick was right. He _was_ self-conscious.

Hiccup blinked. When had Litwick told him that? He thought back to when he was first brought here to when Mr.5 and the villains had turned everyone to stone, trying not to dwell too long at the last part. Litwick had never once mentioned anything like that, but he did remember him saying it at one point. The voice saying it in his memory was as clear as day, but not the actual conversation.

A sudden bolt of electricity landed near him, and he jumped further against the glass in surprise. When the light faded, Hiccup sighed with relief when he saw a familiar face in its place. "Jack!"

Turning to faced him, Jack raised his eyebrows in surprise. "Hiccup?"

"Thank gods you found me!" Hiccup said, all his accusations of being abandoned warding off. "I thought you wouldn't be able to tell the difference between Pitch and me!" He paused when Jack took something out of his pocket, some kind of silver tube, and pointed it at him. "What are you doing?" he asked.

The tube buzzed and Jack sighed, a smiling coming to his face. "It's really you!" He pulled on his arms and gave him a bone-crushing hug. "It's the real you, not a Flesh!"

"A-a what?" Hiccup wheezed through tight breath. "How did you even get in here?"

Jack let go. "This thing right here. A woman named River Song gave it to me just now before I came here. She also gave me this to escape from here." He held up the piece of paper, putting the screwdriver in his sweater pocket. As he looked back and forth between the paper and the manipulator, he asked, "How long have you been here?"

"About seven minutes," Hiccup said. "I just saw you and Elsa leave with the Pitch diguised as me. You really. Figured it out quick."

He paused. "What?"

"Yeah, I just saw you walk past. How did you figure it out?"

Jack looked at the vortex manipulator and widened his eyes. "Of course! It also travels in time!"

Hiccup raised an eyebrow.

"Hiccup, we were able to find out that something was going up with you so that it wasn't you. But we got trapped in this game. Like how our lives are movies, yeah? Well, they an also become games, something for people to play. We got trapped in one and Elsa and I haven't slept in 36 hours."

Hiccup widened his eyes. "Thirty-six? But I just saw you!" He pointed to the glass again, where he can still hear the faint voices of his friends.

"Yes, but this thing can travel in time! I must have gone back those 36 hours to come and get you! Good thing, too, because that impersonator of yours nearly got us all killed! And he stole the painting of our dragons, too, just when we found it." He finally finished imputing the numbers on the manipulator. "Give me your hand." Taking it, he set it on the vortex manipulator so that it would take him as well. He pressed the button, expecting them to end up back in the hallway with the women and robot, but instead me they ended up in a round room.

The floor was just dirt, like how it was before the Freddy fiasco. A golden flower bloomed in the middle of the circular room. On one side of the room was a door. On the other was Litwick on the ground, in shackles.

"Litwick!" Hiccup got to him first, and Jack followed, propping the Ice Rod on the wall. "Is he...?"

"He can't die remember?" Jack reminded him. "He's probably asleep." He paused when he saw a trail of gold flow out of his mouth, similar to seeing your breath when it was cold. "Or maybe something other than sleep."

Hiccup shook his shoulder. "I thought we were going back to Elsa."

"Me, too," he said, looking at the paper and the vortex manipulator again. "I got the code right. Maybe River gave me his now for a reason. We might have the chance to free Litwick and get that dagger."

Hiccup frowned as another trail of gold exited Litwick's mouth. "Weird..."

Jack shrugged. "Guess we just have to wait for him to wake up, huh?" He sat against the wall, taking the manipulator off. "Here, you hang on to this. It's itching my wrist and I'm not used to itches." He tossed it over to him and furiously began to scratch his wrist.

With no place to put it, Hiccup simply put it on his own wrist, careful to not push any buttons. Well, maybe one. Or two. Or five. "I think I still have some fruit if you haven't eaten in 36 hours," he said, taking the bag out from inside his vest. "Um...I have these 'bongo' things."

When Jack looked up, he buckled silently and took it. "They're called 'mangos,' actually."

After some time, Jack eventually fell asleep, leaving Hiccup sitting between him and Litwick. He looked over the dark fairy, seeing the occasional golden wisp from his mouth. He wasn't even sure it Litwick could wake up, and he suggested that when Jack woke up, however long that took, they just carry Litwick out of the room. They might have to break the chains, but that tube thing he had earlier might come in handy. He made a note to himself to ask him what the 'Flesh' were. Probably more copies of himself.

Looking down at the vortex manipulator, he began to wonder if this sort of technology would be available in his world. He guessed not, it looked very advanced, but that didn't stop his curiosity from wondering how it worked. He knew he shouldn't mess with it, but it was too tempting. He pressed a few moe buttons, ignoring the big circular one in the center. He pressed the numbers first, seeing the tiny screen light up with fives. Of course it was fives, why wouldn't they be? Then he pressed the largest button and activated it.

* * *

><p><strong>Over a thousand years ago<strong>

He knew she was coming. He didn't know how, but he always did. And when he saw her, he scowled. "Oh, no no no. Go away. Shoo!"

She scowled back. "I'm _not_ a rat," she huffed.

Marvin placed his hands on his hips. "Debatable."

Olivia continued scowling, leaning forward over the counter of the blacksmith's window. "How about you take that face of yours and shove it up the Shadowlord's arse? At least it'll be an improvement!"

"How about you go and sell that hair of yours rather than your body? That's an improvement."

Olivia growled. "Stupid blacksmith."

"Idiot baker," Marvin scowled back.

"Orphaned jackass!"

"Abused harlot!"

"Airhead of a man!"

"Dimwitted girl!"

Marching inside, Olivia ignored his protests and began to use a hammer to bent a metal rod she had into a straight line. "Shut up, I just want to straighten this out. Then I'll get out of your unnatural blond hair." _Whack!_

"I'm a natural blond, Miss Tea-Leaves-In-My-Hair!"

_Whack! _"Oh, so that explains your stupidity!" _Whack!_

Marvin gritted his teeth as he clenched his fist. _Whack!_ When she raised the hammer again, he ripped it out of her hands and held it out of her reach. "Give that back to me, Marvin!'

"My forge, my tools," Marvin said, whipping his head to moth the hair out of his eyes.

"This isn't you're forge, you just live and work here!"

"But Valiant isn't here, is he? Not to mention the fact that he put me in charge until he came back!"

Olivia scoffed. "Sure, put the 14-year old child in charge, why don't you?"

"We're the same age!"

"I'm older by three weeks, now give me the damn hammer!" She jumped, but she was still too short for her age.

"Admit that I'm better than you and I'll let you go back to work in my forge," he hissed. "And believe me, that's the nicest thing you'll get out of me.

Olivia smacked his arm. "Please. I'm _way_ better. Anything _you_ can do, _I_ can do better."

Marvin raised his eyebrow skeptically. "Ha!"

She didn't back down. _"I can do anything better than you,"_ she boasted.

He shook his head. _"No, you can't.'_

_"Yes, I can,"_ she said smugly.

_"No, you can't," _he continued to protest.

_"Yes, I can."_

_"No, you can't!"_

_"Yes, I can, yes, I can!"_

Marvin shook his head, not backing down._ "Anything you can be, I can be greater. Sooner or later, I'm greater than you."_

Olivia crossed her arms, unamused._ "No, you're not."_

_"Yes, I am."_

_"No, you're not."_

_"Yes, I am."_

_"No, you're not!"_

_"Yes, I am, yes, I am!" _He picked up his blade from the floor and thrust it in front of her, not intending to harm her a much as he wanted to. _"I can use these grey blades to cut across the green glades."_

Olivia reached behind her back to unhook the quiver she had. _"I can hit a sparrow with a bow and arrow."_

Not one to give in so easily, he added, _"I can live on bread and cheese."_ He knew will enough that this crude girl couldn't go a day without a bite of her favorite cake.

_"And only on that?"_ she asked, looking unimpressed.

_"Yep."_

She scoffed, waving a hand in his direction. _"So can a rat."_

He shook his head. _"Any not you can sing, I can sing higher."_

_"I can sing any note higher than you,"_ she countered.

He shook his head. _"No, you can't.'_

_"Yes, I can," _she said smugly.

_"No, you can't," _he continued to protest.

_"Yes, I can."_

_"No, you can't!"_

_"Yes, I can!"_

_"No, you can't!"_ He was getting visibly frustrated now now.

_"Yes, I...caaan!"_ She held her last note high on the scale, and Marvin was certain he couldn't do a note like that if he wanted to.

"How do sing that high?" he asked, looking like someone just did a dare of eating rotten meat.

"I'm a girl!" Olivia said, as if that explained everything.

Marvin rolled his eyes. _"Anything you can say, I can say softer."_

_"I can say anything softer than you."_

He shook his head. _"No, you can't.'_

_"Yes, I can."_

_"No, you can't."_

_"Yes, I can." _With each wording, their voices got softer and softer, but Olivia began to have trouble as she tried to control her voice.

_"No, you can't..."_

_"Yes, I can..."_ When her voice squeaked, she shouted in his ear, _"YES, I CAN!"_ Marvin covered his ears, thankful that she didn't notice their shape else he be taunted even more. Glancing around, she saw the hammer lying around on the counter. Smirking, she grabbed it and waved it in her hand. _"Anything you can forge, I can forge better. I can forge anything better than you."_

She was just being ridiculous now. She had no expertise in those sort of thing. _"No, you can't."_ He reached forward and took the hammer, but she wouldn't let go.

She pulled it back, never one of their grips releasing. _"Yes, I can."_

_"No, you can't."_

_"Yes, I can."_

They both pulled on the one hammer, almost as if they were having a tug-of-war. They dug their heels into the floor, acting like children in a fight.

Marvin poked her should hard with a finger with each enunciation. _"No, you can't, can't, can't."_

Olivia did the same thing with her own free hand. _"Yes, I can, can, can."_

They pulled on the hammer so hard that they actually slipped it from their hands. They both fell back, each hitting different sides of the room. Marvin, unfortunately, crashed under a shelf that shuddered and snapped. A bag fell over him, splitting open and covered him in sand. He shuddered as sand drew into his hair and clothes then screamed as it scraped his skin. Olivia chortled, snorting and and pointing at his misfortune. Growling, he picked up a bowl and filled it with sand, chucking it at her. She gasped, trying to swipe the sand out of her hair with Marvin laughing at her.

_"Oh, I'll get you for that!"_ Grabbing a second bowl, she scooped up sand in a jar behind her and threw it at him.

Thus began a sand free-for-all, and within seconds, they had stopped competing against one another and were laughing, acting like childhood friends.

Still smiling, Olivia didn't bother to take it off when they met each other's gaze. She spoke. "Litwick!"

Marvin blinked. That didn't sound like Olivia. It sounded like a teenager's voice. She suddenly ran forward and shook his shoulders. "Litwick! Litwick, wake up!"

* * *

><p>He knew that his curiosity often led him to trouble, it this was just ridiculous. He should've at least taken the vortex manipulator off before he pressed the buttons. Maybe then it wouldn't work. But now, he could only sit and feel the rush of electricity run through his body. From the perimeter of his eyesight, he saw a flashes of white, similar to when Jack appeared in the room behind the mirrors. Was he being transported somewhere? No, he can still the golden flower in the center of the room. In fact, he can also hear Jack's voice somewhere next to him. Whether it was his left or right, he couldn't tell. He tried to call out to him, but he couldn't speak. In fact, what came out of his mouth was a scream rather than a call.<p>

"Litwick! Wake up!" Jack was saying. He turned his head and saw Litwick groaning as he was woken up. "Litwick?"

He opened his eyes. "Jack? What the-? How did you get in here?"

"I don't have time to explain!" Jack cried. "Something's wrong with Hiccup!" He looked over his shoulders at Hiccup, who had stray strands of electricity over his body.

"Oh, gods! Hiccup!" Litwick was immediately right awake, scurrying to his feet and kneeling in front of him. "Hiccup, what's wrong?"

He tried to answer, but found himself unable to. In the corner of his mind, he felt like a child again, a scared little boy who wasn't a Viking and he was in pain. But he also felt a warmth over him when Litwick tried to help him. Why was that? No one ever really treated him with such attention aside from Gobber and Gothi, and even the former would sometimes made him feel like he wasn't adequate. Then, in the corner of his brain, he heard voices. Memories rose that weren't his. No...no, they were his, but they felt...distant. Then they came rushing back at once.

At the same time, his vision filled with a whiteness, and for a moment he thought that he had died and was in Valhalla. But the white faded and he blinked a few times, trying to figure out what in Loki's name just happened. "I don't...feel right," he said, finally allowed to speak. But something felt off about his voice. It felt...different. He couldn't explain, something just felt off about it. Then he realized how hoarse his throat was.

He looked up and saw Jack and Litwick standing a few feet in front of him, the latter in front of the former like a shield. They were both looking at him with wide and shocked eyes. It was a bit difficult to tell with the dark fairy, but it still showed.

"Hiccup?" Jack said in a hushed voice, as if he couldn't actually believe he was there.

"What? Ugh..." Hiccup struggled to stand, and as he stood up, he felt something off with his anatomy. Looking at Jack as he leaned against the wall for support, he frowned. "Did you two get...shorter?" he realized what a stupid question it was when he asked it. "Or did I get taller?"

Jack did an audible gulp. "I think the second option is the one you're looking for."

Looking down at himself, he saw that his clothes felt rather small for him. Yes, he had grown a foot at least. Why? Running a hand over his head to massage it, he felt how thick his hair was. "Is my hair..longer?" He turned back to the two of them. "Guys, what happened to me?"

Litwick stepped forward. He didn't say anything. Instead, he waved his hand and a mirror appeared in the air. Nervously, Hiccup stepped in front of it. When he did, he gasped. No longer was he looking at a teenager. He was looking at a young man, handsome, and he was copying every movement Hiccup made. "I'm...older."

"By a few years at least," Litwick said softly.

He ripped his gaze from the glass and looked at him. Then the memories he saw a few moments earlier clicked back in his mind. He looked at Litwick at the same amount of shock he and Jack did with him. "D...Dad?"

* * *

><p><strong>Songs:<strong>

**Hiccup Duplicates—"Me, Myself, and I" from Phineas and Ferb**

**Marvin and Olivia—"Anything You Can Do" from Annie Get Your Gun**

* * *

><p><strong>I love a old cliffhanger, and have to say, I feel like this story is full of nothing but cliffhangers. What do you think? Eh, I'm not really going stop now, am I? Here's something different: say I want other ideas. I have this story planned out already, but I want to see your guys' opinion. What franchise, character, song, or character would you like to see in this story? Can't say that I can or will do it, but if I see other people's suggestions, then it could give me the inspiration need to put more to this story.<strong>

**Also, here's something interesting I found out. Hiccup, as we all know, was born rather small for this size. But what I didn't know until a few minutes ago was that he was born _premature_. As in, _before nine months_. I did some research before I wrote his author's note and after I wrote the chapter. Let's look at Hiccup six years ago when the movies came out. He's around five feet, average height, but shorter than the other teens of Berk. He's smarter than them all, maybe even the smartest Vikings, but Vikings were all about strength. He also lacks physical strength, but other than all of that, that sounds like any other teenager, even during medieval, Viking, and modern times, doesn't it? Well, get this: because Hiccup was born premature, there was actually a chance he could've had a disability. He could have been blind, mentally retarded, paralyzed, and maybe even mute. But he's not, isn't he? Hiccup was one of the few lucky ones who grew up just fine, which use makes the fact that he was treated like dirt even worse. I have no doubt that Hiccup from the books is exactly the same.**

**Sorry about that rant, I just wanted to get it out of my system. Dear god, I'm gonna be seeing the series an new way now.**

**-Litwick 723**


	16. Memory Mine: The Princess

_"There are all kinds of love in this world, but never the same love twice."_

_-F. Scott Fitzgerald _

_._

_"You're going to fall in love so many times before you'll find the one you'll be with forever. So think of it this way; you're one heartbreak closer to happily ever after."_

_-Wizards of Waverley Place_

_._

_"I'm not heartless, I just learned how to use my heart less."_

_-Unknown_

* * *

><p><strong>386 years ago<strong>

The first thing Elsa felt when she woke up was a warm blanket over her. She never really used blankets in her room, mostly because she never felt cold. It was too warm for her taste, so she shrugged it off, sitting upright. She gaped when she saw that she wasn't in her room, rather in a tree-like room. There was a slope across from her that led down, she lay on a cot, and there was a red cloak hanging from a branch above her. Other than that, there was nothing to indicate that someone was living here, if anyone was. But then how else would she have gotten here for the last thing she remembered was trying to brave her way blindly through the storm?

Upon noticing her hair was free over her shoulders, she carefully used a ring of ice to place it back into a bun. This was one of the simple tricks she can do without making something explode in ice and snow. Without regarding footwear, she made her way down the slope and out an arched doorway. She saw a blanket of snow and trees leading down the North Mountain, Arendelle in the distance in snow. It was winter, of course it would be. Wrapping her arms around herself, she made her way the opposite direction of the kingdom, away from people. She almost gasped when she saw a figure above her. It was a boy about her age, leaning on a branch on his back, looking up at the clouded sky. He had his hands behind his head and a leg resting over the other, but other than the black wings sprouting on his back and bare feet, he looked like a normal teenager. This must be her rescuer, she decided. But she didn't want any more attention that what was needed or even wanted. She quietly and carefully passed under him, going with no destination to get away from the village.

Soon, she leaned against a tree to rest, wondering why she ran out of food from her bag so quickly. She was hungry and thirsty, and being stranded on the other side of the North Mountain wasn't helping.

"Lookie what we have here, boys." Elsa looked up when he heard a man speaking. A hooded figure came out, followed by two other men. She suddenly felt unnerved. "What're you doin' all the way far from home, wittle one?" The first man spoke in a mocking tone, as if speaking to a child.

"Reckon she's from the hoity-toity kingdom on the other side o' the mountain?" a second man asked.

"Must be," the first said. "Look at 'er garment. Too fancy and clean for the dungheap 'round these parts. Say, princess, what brings you here?" He gave a smile that was too malicious to be kind.

Elsa shuddered as she felt the storm pick up, but it was more from fear of hurting them even if they were going to hurt her. "P-please... Leave me alone..." She felt a tear fall from her eyes as she curled up into a ball on the tree she was rested in.

"Let me see that." The third man grabbed Elsa's arm and she gasped, fearing the worst may happen, that she would shoot an icicle through his heart or be trapped under a thick mound of snow and suffocate. But nothing happened, luckily. The man rolled up Elsa's sleeve as she panted heavily, then produced a knife from his boot. He made a long cut on her arm, reaching all the way from her elbow to the back of her wrist. The storm began to pick up.

"Leave 'er to die, we betta' go!" The third man snapped his fingers before putting his glove on. The first man was already stepping back from where he came from.

Elsa watched in disgust as the man licked the knife, tasting the blood. "Mm...cold blood." He gave a chuckled as she licked the whole of the cut, making Elsa pant even harder in fear.

"Let go of her or I'll show you cold blood." A figure jumped down from the tree above them, pulling the man back. "I did warn you, didn't I?"

"O-oh, Lord! The Dark One!" The three men fell on their knees, bowing, as the first man continued to speak, "I'm so sorry, Your Imminence! We had no idea this girl was of your acquaintance!"

The 'Dark One' Elsa recognized as the boy with wings and bare feet. "I warned you, and I do not give mercy!" He waved his hand and a pillar of green fire made a ring around the three men, who were know cowering in fear. "I didn't say anyone acquainted to me, I said, 'anyone at all'."

"No no no! Please, we apologize!" The men began to plead as the fire rose. Elsa panted for air, and not just because of fear but because she was losing consciousness from the intense lack of blood. She watched in horror as the fire engulfed the men, and they began to scream in pain.

When Elsa awoke again, she found herself back in the same treehouse, at this point she was guessing that it was occupied by that 'Dark One'. She began to panic again, but logic crept into her mind. If this boy were evil to not show mercy to those men, why let her live? She was free of her sleeve, ripped from her nightgown, and poked at what felt and looked like leaves covering her long cut.

She heard footsteps and quickly lay back down on the bed, pretending to be asleep. "I know you're awake," he said. Elsa frowned, her face away from his. Before, his voice sounded menacing and merciless, probably because he was. Now it sounded calm and endearing, probably because...he was? "I brought you oats. Not much in the way of food, but something. You'll need something to get your blood flowing again."

Finally turning around, she saw her rescuer was actually about the same age as her. Maybe a year or two older, not to mention a few inches taller, but around the same age. She hardly noticed the white eyes, for she was more intrigued by the bat-like wings on his back, sprouting from his dark purple vest as if it were a part of it. Sitting up, she took a woven grass bowl and wooden spoon, taking the oats into her mouth. It was something, at least. She didn't realize how hungry she was.

"So first I found you plummeting off a cliff in a storm where I can barely fly to your direction," the boy said. "After you passed out, the storm calmed down almost immediately. Then, you leave without so much as a thank you, and I find you a few hours later in a storm, surrounded by cannibals. Almost immediately after you pass out from your blood loss, the storm calms." He leaned on the wall, watching her with complete attention. "You've seen my kind of magic. Do you control the weather?"

Elsa wasn't sure how to respond at first. This boy was acting so casual about it, as if magic weren't something to be scared of. After what happened with Anna, she vowed to suppress her magic as much as she could, and look how that turned out. The whole kingdom would be turned upside by now because of her disappearance. "Ice," she finally said, her voice a bit hoarse. She was handed a skin canteen and drank water. "Ice and snow and...that sort of stuff," she continued.

The boy nodded. "I get it, so your powers are developed by your emotions, too, then. I have similar magic, besides the green fire. I can grow and control plants, which is really helpful for when I'm living on my own. I can grow whatever food I want, given I'm a vegetarian. My name is Litwick by the way." He held out his hand in offering, but Elsa didn't take it at first. "This is where you shake my hand and tell me your name, in case your not familiar with this concept.

_Sarcastic man-bat,_ Elsa thought to herself. She took the hand. "Elsa." Then another thought came to her. "You...you killed those men."

"Did it really look like that?" Litwick said thoughtfully. "Good. They thought they were going to die, you see. I only did that trick to scare them off. Dropped them off on an island with two of their other cronies that I took care of a few weeks back. But tell me this Elsa: why are you, a teenage girl, all alone in your nightgown up in the North Mountain?" She was about to answer when he cut her off. "No no no, let me guess. I saw that look before in your eyes. I've seen it once before. You're scared. No one, except maybe your family, knew of your abilities, did they? You were scared of what they would do to you. You accidentally hurt someone once with this magic you have and your scared of it, scared of yourself. So you ran away." What was once mirth in his empty eyes was gone. It was replaced with complete seriousness and sympathy. "Am I wrong?"

Elsa was speechless before she remembered to speak. "N-no. But, but how do you know that?"

Litwick took the skin canteen and took a drink of the water. "I said I've seen it once before. Stay here as long as you need to. I probably won't be here all day, but there's fruits and vegetables in a hidden panel downstairs. You'll find it easily. I'll be back in a few hours or so." Before she can object to anything, he had already flown straight out the window without so much as sparing her a second thought.

Elsa didn't want to stay, but she had to. She was still too weak to move as efficiently. But after she healed, where would she go? Not Corona, her aunt and uncle were the king and queen there. Maybe if she continued further north, she might find a safe haven. She remembered an enchanted land from her childhood called Misthaven, a land that was a boat ride away. It was rumored that magic was a common practice. Perhaps she could stowaway and arrive there, find someone who would be able to help her shut away her magic. But wait... Litwick acted as if he already knew of magic like her own. Maybe it was possible that he could help her contain her magic.

Unable to fall asleep, she couldn't help but wonder how she could possibly ask him. If she did and by some miracle he managed to say yes, where would she sleep? She wasn't sure if he wanted to, and if not, where would she go? The questions just kept coming in and going out of her head for a while, until she felt like more than a few hours had passed. But either way, she wanted to know more about her rescuer; the wings and eyes were too tempting to not question.

It wasn't until she heard soft singing did she realize Litwick as back. She thought he would come in to talk to her right away, but he didn't. His voice drifted inside from the window, and from where she sat, she could see a tuft of his raven hair poking out in contrast from the white light of day. _"I don't know what I was thinking, leaving my child behind. Now I suffer the curse and now I am blind."_ Elsa quietly poked her head out, looking at Litwick as he sat up, drawing figures on a branch with his finger lit up. _"With all this anger, guilt, and sadness coming to haunt me forever, I can't wait for the cliff at the end of this river."_ He jumped off the branch and landed on the snow, where it looked a fight had occurred. _"Is this revenge I am seeking, or seeking someone to avenge me? Stuck in my own paradox, I wanna set myself free."_

Roots shot out of the ground, grabbing and locking onto his hands. He was pulled to his knees, not even struggling to escape. _"Maybe I should chase and find before they'll try to stop it. I won't be long before I become a puppet."_ The branches above him raised his arms as if he were a limp doll. They were set alight and Litwick continued. _"It's been so long since last I've seen my son lost to this monster. To the man behind the slaughter. Since you've been gone, I've been singing this stupid song so I could ponder, the sanity of your father."_ He clutched his head as if it were in pain, ignoring the pins and needles that began to sprout from his skin. He painted heavily, dropping to his knees as he looked like an overstuffed pincushion.

After a moment, the pins began to sink back into his skin and Litwick forced himself to stand, leaning heavily on the tree. _"I wished I lived in the present with the gift of my past mistakes. But the future keeps leering in like a pack of snakes."_ He gave a dark chuckle, scoffing as he looked up at the sky. The clouds still blocked the sun. _"Your sweet little eyes, your little smile is all I remember. Those fuzzy memories mess with my temper. The justification is killing me, but killing isn't justified. What happened to my son, I'm terrified. It lingers in my mind and the thought keeps on getting bigger. I'm sorry my sweet boy, I wish I'd been there._

_"It's been so long since last I've seen my son lost to this monster. To the man behind the slaughter. Since you've been gone, I've been singing this stupid song so I could ponder, the sanity of your father."_ Litwick lied down on the base of the tree, not moving. He heard soft footsteps and felt Elsa lie down next to him. He didn't say anything for a minute or two, and neither did she.

"Can you..." Elsa started, before she shook her head. "Never mind."

He turned his head and saw her looking up at the sky. She was young, still too young to be alone on her own, and yet here she was, no family. If she even had one. "What is it?" he said, pressing for more information. "Go on ahead and ask."

She bit her lip before saying, "Is it possible you can teach me to control my magic?"

Litwick nodded. "If you want. But you'll be away from any people other than me. There's a reason I stay up here, so I can be alone." He looked at her, raising an eyebrow when she turned to look at him. "You sure you want to do that? Just stay alone up here?"

She nodded, feeling less hesitant. "Yes. And besides, I won't be alone, will I?" Elsa moved her hand and placed it over his arm, giving it a small squeeze.

He chuckled, looking back up at the sky. "Guess you're right about that. If you want, but no that I don't really do hand holding." He moved his arm a bit harshly and set it over his stomach. "I'm older than I look, so don't expect me to coddle you over every injury, understand?"

Elsa nodded. She wasn't expecting Litwick to be anything other than a mentor or tutor, but he really hadn't expected him to act so...isolated. Then again, she wasn't one to talk. The only personal thing he may know about her was that she had magic but other than that, nothing. If she opened up more to him, would he do the same? She just wanted to know more about him, she was too curious. Nothing more, nothing less.

* * *

><p>"Think of your magic like this water sack," Litwick said the next day. They both walked into the woods until they came across a lake. It was frozen sold, its icicles hanging from the trees above. Litwick had brought the skin canteen, holding it in front of them both. He positioned it under an icicle, uncapped it, and lit his hand on fire, making it melt. "The mana, or magical energy, in your body is represented by the water. Your magic is strong, and it's filled all the way to the brim, see?" He filled the sack up, showing the small reflecting water to her. "But your suppressing it. The storms that happen are because your mana is in overload. if its not gradually released..." He poured more water inside, making the sack overflow. "Then you're not going to be able to suppress it anymore and will force itself out of your system. You understand so far?"<p>

Elsa nodded. "I think so. Seems simple enough."

"Good. But your mana doesn't have to overflow. If it's gradually released..." He took a drink before refilling it. "...then it doesn't have to be suppressed, and therefore, will not force its way out."

"How does it not overflow?" Elsa asked, finally understanding the concept.

"Don't suppress it. But you told me you injured someone once, right? You can't force your magic inside, otherwise, it'll overflow. But that's what your scared of, isn't it?" He peered at her, almost in a trance. "You don't want to use your magic at all, do you? You think it's a curse, you think that it makes you weird and abnormal. I thought the same thing, and now my entire family is gone because of some of my selfish actions. I learned to live with my magic, to control it. _You_ control _it_, Elsa, not the other way around." He turned around and gestured to the frozen lake. "Go on and do something with your magic. Don't be afraid to use it, just...let it go."

She almost wasn't paying attention due to the sympathetic look he had given her. For a fleeting moment, he seemed so hurt and vulnerable, as if the wrong move could destroy him. The look was on his face for a single second before it became formal again, and Elsa half thought it was only her imagination, a hope that someone understood how she felt. He did, but not the way she does. He wouldn't understand hiding from your family, running away from home, fearing you might actually kill someone you care about just by being in the same room as them.

When Litwick gestured to the lake, Elsa quickly payed rapt attention. _Let it go..._ Elsa thought as she closed her eyes. She needed to use her magic, not shove it down. Only then could she control it. She didn't know why this was so easy to understand when her own parents were unable to process this thought. Probably because even though they loved and cared for her, they still showed that glimmer of fear in her eyes. Whether it was of or for her, she didn't know. But Litwick was another story. He didn't show an ounce of fear at all, not in his eyes, his body language, his tone. Her mother and father were telling her to calm down and repress her magic. He was telling her to show it off. Concentrating, she felt calmer than she had in years. What was it about Litwick that made so calm? That fact that he also has magic? Or that she didn't turn her down upon asking for lessons?

She was so distracted in her thoughts that she didn't even realize that Litwick was clapping slowly, but not sarcastically. "Wow," he said, looking up. "If you can do this at the beginning, I would really love to see you perform at the end.

Looking up, Elsa saw a giant, beautiful snowflake hanging in the air above them. Snow was falling gently, all over the surface of the lake instead of the surrounding area. The snowflake looked like a magnificent ice sculpture with Arendelle crocuses and sigils, all hovering in the air above her. "I...I did that?" She looked down at her own hands in awe. Before, her room would be covered in ice so thick that you couldn't see the other side of it. Now, this snowflake was as clear as glass.

"See what you can do?" Litwick said, gently placing his hands on her shoulders. "With practice, you can do even greater things. You can make houses out of ice, you can use it to defend yourself, and with enough practice, you can probably melt it."

"How can I melt it?" she wondered, still looking at her hands, turning them over as if she couldn't believe they were there. "I can't boil water, only freeze it. Anything I touch freezes over. I can never melt anything."

Litwick stood in front of her, gently, taking her left arm. Her hand was placed on top of his right, then covered it with both. His skin was warm, and hers felt cool. "See?" He raised an eyebrow at her again. "I'm not freezing over. All those times something did, were you scared? Nervous? Anxious?"

"Y-yes." She stuttered at the physically contact she was having, something she did not have very often. And yet she didn't suffer from any of the aforementioned emotions.

"How do you feel now?" He gave a small smile, one that look particularly nervous.

She smiled back, a true, genuine smile for the first time in weeks, months, years maybe. "Happy." Without even thinking, she closed the distance between them and wrapped her arms around his neck, hugging him. He faltered a little at the sudden contact, but hugged back more tentatively. She didn't know if she could ever leave, but as long as she needed these lessons, she wouldn't. He was just as alone as she was, she knew. He had no family, and she abandoned hers. Maybe...just maybe... She could return?

* * *

><p>Days turned into weeks, and soon, six solid months had passed for the both of them. They continued to work on Elsa's magic, and she was soon able to make it snow on her own, as well as make living, waking miniature snowmen, though they couldn't speak. She learned how melt snow she'd created, but she never understood how it was possible. Litwick claimed he didn't, but by this point, she can already tell that his subtle tell of lying would be that he would run a hand through his hair, ruffle it, then scratch his cheek. She came to admit to him that she ran away, but never mentioned that she was the princess. She wasn't sure what he'd do about this, maybe return her because of her value to the kingdom. Other than this, she told him most about herself. Her likes, her dislikes, what she's wanted to do, what she used to do with Anna when they were children, and the accident that led to her running away out of fear of hurting her family.<p>

"Are you ever going to go back now that you've got a better grasp on your magic?" he had asked one day.

Elsa could see the tension in his eyes, those empty, blank. He was afraid of being alone, but at the same time, he seemed afraid for her to stay with him. It as a conflicting battle in his head. "Not as long as you want me," she told him honestly. She came into full control of her abilities, no longer afraid, yet anxious to return. So she didn't.

And yet, during this time, she found out little to none about him. He said he was seventeen years old, but he gave that sign he was lying. He did once mention he was older than he seemed. He talked about a brother once, how his father was murdered how his mother didn't want him, but that was it. No name, no home, not even how he came to be in the forest of the North Mountain.

They ate with food he grew, and though he wore the same vest and pants every day, Elsa opted to create a simple dress out of ice, something she found quite simple to do. She didn't even wear shoes anymore, something she picked up from her new friend.

One day, Elsa was taking a walk through the forests when she came to the same lake that she made her snowflake in. Though it was now spring, it would always be snowy in the North Mountain. The lake was no longer frozen over, and was as fresh as a daisy to drink out of.

As she dipped the grass-woven basket to take back to the rim of the lake, she head a voice said, "Wonderful day, innit?"

Elsa gasped, swerving her head in the direction. There stood a young man in a shawl, leaning on a rock. He was dressed in garb made for a thief, she realized, but he didn't seem to be threatening. Yet at least. "Yes, it is," she said. Ever since she stayed with Litwick, she's had even less contact with people. She didn't mind, really, a few passerby would get lost in the trees and she would offer them shelter in a cave she and Litwick found specifically for the occasion. They never saw Litwick for obvious reasons.

"Don't mean to pry, but what's a lovely dame like you doing all alone up here?" He seemed legitimately concerned, coming forward a little. She saw that she was chewing on a piece of haystraw.

"Just getting water for me and my friend," Elsa said dismissively, hoping that she could get back without him accompanying. "We live up here." She suddenly came to the conclusion that she was no longer staying with Litwick, she was actually _living_ there.

"Really?" The young man whistled through the straw. "Bloody impressive if you're here in the winter." He stepped forward a little and offered his hand. He took down his hood, showing black hair. "Name's Marvin by the way. I'm a thief in Arendelle, but you don't have to worry about me. I only steal from those that are pompous or have too much, like the royal family."

Elsa felt a but anxious about that, but forced herself to calm down. "Hello, Marvin. I'm Eliza." She made sure to give herself a false name whenever she were to meet someone new. It was also the closest thing to her name that she can answer to on instinct. She shook his offered hand and flinched a little as the material of his fingerless glove scratched her palm.

Nodding, Marvin returned the shawl over his head. "Nice to meet you, Eliza. I better get going, heard the Duke of Weasel-town has some jewels on display, they'll be worth quite some."

As much as Elsa was against this thief, she soul not help but giggle. "It's 'Weselton', actually."

"Not when I'm done defacing those words, it's not." He grinned, sprinting to the other side of the lake.

Elsa sighed, relieved of tension even as Marvin called for her. Turning, she saw him about to speak before he was replaced with someone else. Something else. In his place was a person with red scales on his face, and eyes so red it could be blood. His fingers were replaced with black nails, almost like claws, and as quick as he image arrived, it was gone. "Tell Litwick he hasn't escaped me yet," Marvin said, and with a salute, he was gone.

Left on her own, it took her a moment to notice that she had dropped the woven bowl. She bent down to pick it up, wondering how Marvin could know Litwick's name when she looked at her right hand. Black veins began to grow in her hand, and she could feel it sting. The veins continued all the way up until they reacher her shoulder, her neck. She tried to call out to Litwick, but she couldn't speak. She fell to the ground, rasping. She saw the black veins spread to her other arm and the rest of her body before she black out.

As she was under, she was surrounded in complete darkness. She heard soft voices and realized that it was all her. She could her herself from when she was a little girl to the day she first met Litwick and beyond. Some were vague, others were clear but they were all here. After what felt like hours, she heard another voice, a different one. Litwick's.

_"No... No! Not again! Please, no!"_

The darkness suddenly lifted and she saw images. They were all a blur as they sped by in her eyes, but some seemed to still long enough so she could understand the concept. Some were sad, some were happy, and others were full of angst she felt like she could cry. Yet she wasn't sure if she can feel anything anymore.

* * *

><p>"Elsa...?"<p>

When Elsa did open her eyes, she found herself looking into Litwick's. They were knitted and full of concern. She almost thought he had been crying. She tried to speak, but coughed instead.

"Don't push yourself. Here, drink something." She felt something press against her lips and drank from the skin canteen. Her sore throat began to feel better, but there was still a nagging feeling in the back of it. "You were put under a sleeping curse. Those come from physically contact, but your alright now. How do you feel? Can you speak yet?"

She shook her head, not able to coerce a syllable out of her throat. She managed to sit up, and when she did, she was engulfed in a tight hug from Litwick. "I thought I lost you..." he said softly in her ear. He sounded so weak and frail for this single moment, almost as if he can break apart with a single word.

"Wh-what–" She coughed violently again before she can finish.

"A sleeping curse," Litwick said again, not letting go. She didn't want to either. Instead, she wrapped her arms around his neck, trying to bring him even closer, if possible.

She didn't know who made the first move, and frankly, she didn't care. One minute Litwick was nuzzling her like a kitten, the next he was starting to tilt his head to get a better look at her face. Then his lips met hers. It was Elsa's first kiss, but it was nothing less of perfection. it was a soft, chaste kiss, only resorting to the lips. When they broke apart, Litwick caressed her cheek with his hand. From where she sat, she can see that the moonlight radiating behind him, making him almost glow.

"I'm so going to regret this," he said, most likely to himself before his lips met hers again, only this time, it meant much more.

When Elsa woke up again, she found herself in Litwick's arms in her bed. Both beds were in Tehran same room, only on separate sides, and she and Litwick were in hers. She blushed radiantly when the memories of the previous night rose to the surface, and yet she couldn't help but rub her bare leg against his own. She didn't know what invoked the previous night, probably the thought that Elsa had almost died, but she wondered what it met. could he feel the same as she did to him? When she first took a liking to him, she told himself that it was just a silly crush. but as the weeks droned on, and it was only the two of them to accompany each other, she fell in love. She had never fallen in love before, and she wasn't sure if Litwick has with her, or even at all.

"Elsa?" Litwick began to lift his arms around her waist but she forced it back. "You okay?"

"Yeah... Better than ever." She can feel him hesitate as his head hovered above hers, then he placed a soft kiss on her cheek. "Last night was...something."

He chuckled, wrapping his free wing over the both of them. "I...I love you, Elsa. I'm sorry it only took you dying for me to realize that."

Turning to face him, she saw that same hesitant, frightened look in his eyes again. "I love you, too." and she meant it. It didn't matter to her if he wasn't human, or was older than he seemed, or even if he looked abnormal. She loved him. Even if he never spoke about his past, she knew that he had suffered worst than she ever had, and she wanted to help. She wanted to help him heal.

"Wait, what do mean, died?" Elsa asked.

He sighed. "Your heart stopped beating for a few hours," he admitted sadly. "I used a sleeping curse to get your heart beating again, but it took a while for the. poison in your system to mix with the curse. When they balanced, they canceled each other out, and you finally woke up."

"How long...?" She didn't need to finish her sentence. He knew exactly what she wanted to know.

"Almost five months," he said. "Comatose the entire time, and you never once woke up." He gently rubbed her thumb under her eye, brushing away a tear. "I would always talk to you, not that you would ever respond. But I'm done keeping secrets. I'm only scared of how you'll react to them."

Elsa buried her head in the crook of his neck, their bare bodies pressing against each other. Her body was unnaturally cold, his was unnaturally hot, but when together, they were perfect together.

"I heard you," she aid softly. "Your voice. I heard you. I heard about what you did the past 600 years. what you did when you were in Deltora. Your brother. And you were scared I wouldn't love you if I knew all these things." She moved higher and pressed her lips against his, and all the tension she felt from him melted away against her ice-cold touch. "I still do."

The two of them spent the rest of the day on the branches of the treehouse, using their magic to putonghua a show. For the first time ever, they combined their magic, showing off an iced flower with real stems, a tree with glass-like baubles, and more.

Litwick revealed the truth about himself, and Elsa never once thought of it as his fault. Once or twice she seemed frightened by what she had done, but she never left. She always stayed. For another month, they stayed this way. Litwick was opening up more and more, and he even told her of Olivia, the girl he met before he became dark. Elsa was abut jealous upon learning he wasn't her first, but other than that, did not reprimand him on dwelling on a past lover. Her death haunted him to this day, all of them relating to friends and family, but he still carried on with a heavy heart. She told him the truth about her being Arendelle's princess, and he sucked her by saying that he already knew.

"That first day I met you, I went to the town to see if anyone was missing. Wasn't so hard to put the pieces together." He admitted that he, too, was once royalty, even showing off the brooch that he kept with him. He had never once shown it to anyone, not his brother, not Olivia, no one. He only wanted Elsa to know. When asked about this 'Marvin', he sighed. "I have enemies, Elsa. Some them want me dead, and to do that, they go after the people I care about first. That wasn't Marvin. Marvin's dead. That was the demon that possessed my brother after he died. A glamour spell covered up his non-human physical appearances, but that flicker you saw was what he truly looked like."

* * *

><p>"Have you ever thought about it?" Litwick asked they looked up at the stars one night as they lied down side by side next to the lake. Winter was nearing again and the lake was freezing over again.<p>

"Hm? Thought about what?" Elsa was mindlessly making snowflake patterns in the air with her finer, watching the flakes of snow flutter before blowing off in the wind.

"Leaving. And I don't mean your house, I mean this world. We could find a way to make you immortal like me and we can be together for the rest of our lives. I can finally have light in this dark world." Even before the incident with the poison, Litwick had to fight the urge to confess his feelings, feeling like every time something good happens to him, it gets ripped away. Now, it seemed a better time than ever for this proposal.

"I want to, but I don't want to," she said, setting her hand down next to hers. "I mean, everyone back home thinks I was kidnapped. I made it Iike that on purpose, you know. I feel a little guilty about that, I guess." She though back to Anna and her parents, and Kai and Gerda, the people in the castle who knew the truth of her magic other than her parents. Would they worry about her? Did they still miss here? There were close calls a few times in the past when the royal guard would search the ounting and they were almost caught. She tilted her head back to look at her lover to see that his expression was crestfallen, but still with that bit of mirth and love in his eyes. "Have I ever told you how much I love you?"

He chuckled once through his nose. "I'm still finding it hard to believe, honestly."

"Even though at night, anything goes?"

He snorted this time, making Elsa smile as well. "You know, you don't strike me for a prevented sense of humor. ...but yeah, I guess. I feel I'm a jar of bad luck mixed with darkness. So far, this past hear has been the best of my life. I love you, too." He lifted her head to plant a small kiss to her mouth before they lay back down. He was drifting off to sleep when he hear her again.

"Yes."

"Hm? Yes, what?"

She sat up, pulling him up with her. "Yes, we'll leave this world. Together."

His eyes were filled with a glimmer of hope and disbelief. "Really? Are you sure? It might be cold where we're going, this world or the next." He laughed at his own joke, and Elsa tried to act serious before she can join in.

"Yes, really. I love you, Litwick, more than anything. If we really can find a way to be together forever, I'm willing to take the chance. And besides, you know me. The cold never bothered me, anyway." She gave him another kiss before they walked back to the treehouse together, hand in hand.

The next morning, Elsa didn't wake up. She panted for breath and strained her neck as if she were in pain. Litwick did whatever he could to wake her up, but she wouldn't. The residue darkness has taken over her mind, he thought. She was in pain from the inside, and no amount of magic can help. But there was something, and by the end of the day, Litwick had torn his own heart of his body and locked it away, his emotions sealed and cut off from his body. Before he did his job, he calmed Elsa down by speaking softly in her ear of the future he wanted them to have together. She calmed down until it looked like she was only asleep. He placed a loving kiss to her lips before he reached into his pocket and took out a purple stone.

* * *

><p>Litwick gently placed Elsa back into her bed, pulling the covers up over her. She would always said that even though she didn't get cold, she still enjoyed the comfort of the blankets. Adjusting her nightgown, the same one similar to the one she wore exactly a year earlier, she was back where she was safe, even if she didn't think so.<p>

"I'm sorry," he said softly, even though he knew she couldn't hear. Light began to pour from the windows, indicating sunrise. "I tried to protect you, but I couldn't. I had to do this, it was the only way your mind wouldn't collapse on itself." He used a finger to brush back her platinum-blonde hair over her ears. "I still love you. I won't ever forget you, and I don't ever want to fall in love again. I said that about Olivia, and then I met you. This is how the world works, I guess. Ever since I was born, all of the universes have been conspiring against me to make my life a living hell." He shuddered a sigh. "I never told you this, but I had a child once. ...His name was Hiccup. He wasn't mine, I adopted him after his father abandoned him in the woods in another world. I raised him for almost six years before...something happened. ...Do you remember the day I met you? Those cannibals... I told you I sent them away. I lied... I really did kill the three of them, along with the two from before. I called myself the 'Dark One' to make them scared of me even there's no such thing as a title like that. They have a right to be scared, and honestly, you do, too. You know the worlds I've destroyed, the lives I've ruined, the people I've killed. And yet you still stay by my side. Why? What did I do to have you in my life? Absolutely nothing, that's what. And that was the problem; you weren't supposed to know me, so the universe sent you a harbinger of things to come. If only I brought you back when I first found you, or refused those lessons that day. You won't remember me, but...I'll still remember you." He lowered his face to hers, placing one final, meaningful kiss to her lips. "I'll still love you, even if you grow old or find someone else to love."

A knock on the door made took note that he had taken to long. A little girl's voice said, "Elsa? You sure you don't wanna build a snowman?"

By the time the door was opened, a strawberry-haired girl only saw her sister still fast asleep on the bed. The room was strangely chilly, then she saw that the window was open. She walked over to it, missing the figure looking down at her from above the sill. She closed the window and left the room, letting her sister rest some more. Not that she was ever going to leave, if only to eat with her and their parents once or twice a month.

* * *

><p><strong>Present day<strong>

By time she realized she was crying, Anna had already finished watching the images from the crystal ball. The shattered glass grew back into its sphere, entrapping the light inside again. It was full and unbroken now. All of the images that made up a year went by in less than a minute, maybe even a second, but it was still enough to grasp the meaning of.

"Elsa and Litwick were...?" Lantern was the first one to break the silence. She carefully picked up the glass sphere before setting it on a bedrock. "But...she was gone for an entire year? Anna?"

Anna blinked, wiping her tears away from with her hand. "Um, no. I don't remember her ever being gone for an entire year. She may have been cooped inside her room all the time, but never so much for people to think she'd gone missing. Besides, I would knock on her door everyday and would hear heron the other side, even see her every few weeks."

"Unless he took your memories of that year, too." Zilla looked up at all the memories in the room. "Oh, this makes so much sense! For years, probably his whole life, Litwick's been taking memories of everyone to spare them pain and suffering. The year that Elsa was with Litwick was erased from the whole of Arendelle's memory, as if it never existed."

"But what I don't get is why?" Hiro wondered. "Why is all this stuff happening to him. Growing up in San Fransokyo, I've seen kids living on the streets and single parents struggling to make a life, and I've never seen anyone as cherophobic as him."

"Chero-what?"

"It means he's afraid of finding happiness because he knows it'll be taken away from him."

Anna didn't say anything. She looked up at the crystal balls, dreamcatchers, forget-me-nots, and canisters that all carried memories. Literally hundreds, maybe thousands. The memory mentioned that Litwick was over 800 years old. How long had it been since he last saw Elsa? Another 800 years? More? Less? Then again, Elsa was 16 when she first met him. She was 21 now, but with this sort of magic, it may have been longer for him. She thought back to the memory, the looks of love Elsa and Litwick had for each other she saw looks so similar on her parents when she was younger, and yet it was so different. First love and all. She thought back to what happened that led Elsa to escaping to the North Mountain. She would often think why she would escape up there, and she realized hay it was because whether she remembered it or not, the North Mountain was a place of solace for her. With no memory of Litwick's lessons, Elsa went back to forcing her magic away rather than using it for its beauty.

"We should go," Lantern finally said. "We've been here long enough, we need to find the others." She, Hiro, and Anna left the room, leaving Zilla alone in the wide open space.

He flew up and saw many names, some from the GMAD, other from friend and acquaintances outside, and others he didn't recognize such as Stanford Pines, Sarah Jane Smith, and Ben Tennyson. He searched quickly until he came across a flower with a familiar name labeled on it: GodzillaMan1000. Plucking it, pollen drifted to his face.

* * *

><p><em>"You never know if you don't try."<em>

_"What do you know about this sort of thing, anyway?"_

_"You're cute. Has anyone ever told you that? You're cute when you're all flustered!"_

_"Lantern, watch out!"_

_"The blood is mine! Mine!"_

_"AAH!"_

_"Just...leave me alone."_

_"I never meant for this to happen. I'm sorry."_

* * *

><p>"Hey, Lizard Brain!" Lantern snapped her fingers in front of Zilla's face, snapping him from his trance. "We don't have time to look for our memories! We need to find the others before it's too late!"<p>

Discarding the flower on the floor, Zilla followed her out of the room. He stared on in disbelief at her as she pulled him out, almost as if he had come across an enigma.

"What are you looking at?" Lantern asked when she turned to face him. "You look like you've seen a ghost."

Zilla gulped and calmly released her grip on him, making sure to not take too far of a step back so she wouldn't get suspicious. "S-sorry, I was... I-I mean, I don't... But, I–"

She sighed. "Doesn't matter. We need to get moving, come on!"

She pulled on his arm again and he dos everything in his power to not force her off. _Oh, Litwick..._ he thought as she led him back to their friends and companions. _What have you done?_

* * *

><p>Litwick looked at the parchment in his hand again, letting his eyes gaze over it. Before the morning came, Elsa wrote a note to herself, for what he didn't know. It wasn't until he came back from bringing Elsa back to the castle did he see it thrown aside on the floor. Picking it up, he read the words over and over in his head.<p>

_Yynretellar ofrev ollanifd natsals ih, mihrof emoclliwev olwen adna, ogdnae moclliwsei rutnece ht. Traehyt pmsnao feno htiwesi rlliwgn inromeh tdna, hsirepl liwre vols'yr iafkra deht._

Frustrated, he threw the paper aside before engulfing it in flames. He had no idea what prompted her to write it, how how at all in such a short manner in time, but he didn't like it. He didn't like it at all, but he couldn't help but feel anxious. He didn't want to forget Elsa, to just pass off the past year as nothing but a memory. No, that damned demon Klubin was responsible for this.

He thought back to a week earlier, when he and Elsa were dancing on the lake. He was an absolute atrocity to the art, and Elsa would laugh whenever he messed up.

"I think you'll find your feet at the bottom of your legs," she teased.

"I'm sure I used to know basic steps, at least," he mumbled, feeling both embarrassed and frustrated. "Sorry, you okay?"

"Don't worry about me. I got notes, you want them?" She giggled when he scowled, giving him a quick peck on her lips. _"I can feel you comin' from a mile away. My pulse starts racing from the words that you say. And you say so many of them like you don't have a clue. That I'm signed, sealed, delivered with a stamp on."_

_"You don't have to try too hard,"_ Litwick interrupted, twirling her in his arms before setting her down. He lifted her hand to set it over the left side of his chest. _"You already have my heart. You don't got a thing to prove. I'm already into you, so.."_

_"Hold, hold, hold, hold me tight now."_ They both began to move in a rhythm that led them into large circles on the lake, their eyesight never leaving one another. _"'Cause I'm so, so good to go. Don't say, don't say goodnight you know. You had me at hello. Don't say, don't say goodnight you know. You had me at hello."_

Litwick placed a finger on her lips, making her giggle. _"Close your mouth now, baby, don't say a word. 'Cause you ain't saying nothing I ain't already heard."_ He moved a hand to run through her loose, bright hair in the moonlight. _"Plus all them words get buried when the beat's so loud. And the mind's blowin' up to this dance song."_

_"You don't have to try too hard,"_ she said once she was able to speak, placing a cool hand to his warm cheek. _"You already have my heart. You don't got a thing to prove. I'm already into you, so..."_

_"Hold, hold, hold, hold me tight now. 'Cause I'm so, so good to go. Don't say, don't say goodnight you know. You had me at hello."_ Elsa laughed when he almost slipped, then passed it off as a move as an excuse to bring her closer to her chest. _"Don't say, don't say goodnight you know. __You had me at hello."_ She kissed him in a deep passion, one that she never thought she'd feel. So alone in the castle, stuck to one room for the rest of her life. She was with someone she loved, someone who'd been through more pain than she ever had, and she wanted to help him heal.

_"You don't have to try too hard," _Litwick said softly, their noses touching but otherwise apart. _"You already have my heart. You don't got a thing to prove. I'm already into you, so..."_

Elsa smiles, shaping off her snow-white teeth. _"Hold, hold, hold, hold me tight now. I'm so, so good to go. Don't say, don't say goodnight you know. You had me at hello."_

_"Don't say, don't say goodnight you know," _Litwick agreed, moving forward to close the gap._ "You had me at hello."_

He wasn't watching where he was going and ended up tripping on the border of the lake, pulling Elsa on top of him as he fell. She began a stifled laugh, which then erupted into a chortle when she saw her lover's pouting face.

"How long are you planning on staying with me?" he had asked the next morning.

"Forever," was her answer.

Bringing himself out of his thoughts, Litwick used his magic to fill in the spot of the tree. All the rooms that once occupied the space were gone, and he reached into his pocket to retrieve a bean. He threw the bean to the ground, his expression impassive as the swirling vortex opened. He turned to face the kingdom of Arendelle one last time to whisper, "Goodnight, Elsa." Then he jumped inside.

* * *

><p><strong>Litwick: "Been So Long" by YouTube's The Living Tombstones<strong>

**Elsa and Litwick: "Had Me At Hello" from Girl vs. Monster**

* * *

><p><strong>This story is really picking up, and I just wanted to give a shoutout to a certain user who PM'd me a message that me off my lazy butt and post this story! Another one of my favorites, but just because this and Hiccup's stories are told, doesn't mean that the "Memory Mine" saga is over!<strong>

**On a completely different note, Spring is coming. Either that, it's already here. I never did know when spring officially began, but that doesn't matter.**

**On another note, I have plans for an AU retelling of Doctor Who series 1–7, and I want to know if there are any Whovians reading this story that are up for that. I can't guarantee I'll do it at all, but it I have enough positive responses on that, I'll go on and think about it.**

**-Litwick723**


	17. How to Restore A Heart

_"[No one] deserves to be locked up, not even a monster."_

_-Zane, LEGO Ninjago: Masters of Spinjitzu_

_._

_"I can't lose you again! I can't. Not again."_

_–Mr. Incredible, The Incredibles_

_._

_"You know, no one likes having bad memories, but maybe it's better to remember the bad things and learn from them than go all denial crazy trying to forget."_

_-Mabel Pines, __Gravity Falls_

* * *

><p><strong>Present day<strong>

Jack looked back and forth between Hiccup and Litwick as the latter used the sonic screwdriver to unlock the cuffs on his wrists and ankles. Neither of them said a single word, though Hiccup had an expression on his face that looked like he was waiting for an explanation of some kind. And honestly, Jack could use one as well. One minute Hiccup was a teenager, the next he was in his late teens or maybe a young adult. Then he suddenly called Litwick his 'Dad'. As soon as the word left Hiccup's mouth, Litwick became impassive. His face showed no emotion, not even a thanks for the screwdriver or helping him escape.

Once the last cuff was unlocked, Hiccup said softly, "Dad–"

"Shut up," Litwick said rather bluntly. he stood up, quickly crossing the room to reach the wall. He pounded his fist on the wall and a door appeared from it. "Klubin will know as soon as I leave this room, and as soon as he does, he'll be using the dagger for me to try and hurt you. And when that happens, you will stop me. Got it?"

Hiccup didn't say anything, but Jack nodded, clutching the Ice Rod in his hand.

"Good." Without so much as a second glance, he opened the door and was in a offensive stance, his Keyblade in his hands, as if someone were waiting on the other side. It was an empty hallway with torches lighting the way. "We also need to find Hiccup some new clothes."

"You look weird, dude," Jack said as he followed Litwick. "Those clothes are just...yeah, you get the picture."

Hiccup looked down at himself. "No one had a problem before," he said, speaking for the first time since Litwick was free.

"They didn't need to fit a twenty year old before," Litwick snapped. "Shut up, Hiccup."

Jack frowned. Litwick was being pretty rude, and he didn't think it had to do with the word from earlier. Hiccup even flinched a bit at the bite he got, but then it turned into a knowing grin. "Oh, don't think I don't know what you're up to," he said with a teasing grin.

"What are you talking about?" Litwick set his hand on a wall and it opened up. They were back in the theater room. The discarded seats showed signs that they hadn't been used in quite some time.

"I remember this trick," Hiccup continued as Litwick began to dig through a pile of beanbag chairs in the back of the room. "You used it a lot when I was younger." Litwick stiffened, but Hiccup didn't seem to have noticed. "You used it whenever people got to close to you that you didn't trust. You were being rude and it gave them reason to not associate with you. Because who would want to know someone as rude as you? Or at least, that's what you told me."

Litwick rummaged more slowly, pulling out clothes that looked to not have been used in a long time. He sighed. "How much?" he asked. He didn't turn to face him.

"Everything, I think," Hiccup said. He thought for a moment before adding, "I remember finding the Meadow...and then there was that slave trader. And...and I remember Isla Nublar."

Litwick didn't say anything for a moment. "The electrical charge running through you when you aged must've unlocked blocked memories," he said. "It increased your age, and maybe your mental stability, too. You remembered what you shouldn't have."

"So wait," Jack said. "Hiccup really is your son?"

"Not biologically, of course," Hiccup said. "Stoick is my birth father, but Litwick raised me after...after he left me in the woods." He grinned. "Dad, I mean Litwick, found me in the cove. A lot seems to happen there, I suppose. I thought the place looked familiar when I found Toothless again."

"Here." He was tossed clothes, and Litwick pointed to the end of the room. "Hurry up and change. We need to find the others."

Jack looked back and forth between them as they walked in opposite directions of the room. When Hiccup bean to undress, he looked away. His brain racked through his memories as he thought of everything that happened since they all arrived on Crown Heart Island. He understand why Litwick wanted Hiccup's help in his garden now. It might also explain why Pitch Black targeted Hiccup specifically. He was the closest to Litwick a long time ago, the closest out of all of them. But then he began to wonder: "Have you and I met before and I don't remember?"

"Once, yes," Litwick said, surprising Jack with his honesty. "I needed your help once to locate a Keyhole in your world. The people that I met before I didn't take their memories, but the reason I took yours was because I can sense that our paths would cross again thanks to this." He reached into his vest and took out a chain holding two rings. One of the was glowing lightly. "These rings act as a sort of love detector. Right now, they're sensing you two. The one that's glowing indicates the male, the other is the female. Since the male is glowing, then that means that the ring senses your guys' true love. Astrid for Hiccup, and...and Elsa for Jack."

"Astrid?" Hiccup said as he walked up to them. He was dressed in what Jack would call modern clothes from his world and time. He wore a green long sleeve shirt and brown pants. He had on boots, but not probably socks. He could pass off as a regular teenager in Burgess. "Really? You sure?"

"I wouldn't lie to you," Litwick said. "Well maybe I would."

"You broke your promise," he said. Litwick grimaced, but then he said, "I don't blame you. You wanted what was best for me, and you thought taking me back was better than me hating you. And...I'm sorry. I'm not saying what you did that day was right, but I can understand why you did it. You were looking out for me, and I was just a scared kid. I'm sorry I called you a monster, and I'm sorry I said that I never wanted to see you again. I'm sorry." He head was down and he began to rub his arm. Then he noticed how his arm felt; definitely stronger.

"You don't need to apologize. But why are you?" Litwick looked on with a curious look, completely baffled by his speech. "You didn't do anything wrong. And I didn't deserve you after that, you were right."

Hiccup shook his head. "No, I wasn't. You suffered more than I ever had, and I never knew that. You told me you lost your parents and brother, but I didn't think much of it then. That look you had when I called you Dad again, I've seen it before." He pointed to the screen. "I saw in my Dad's, Stoick's, eyes when he was proud to call Hicca his daughter, _me_ his son. He was happy. And I saw that happiness in your eyes. Whether you act like it or not, you _do_ want to be my dad again ever since I left that day, didn't you?"

Litwick's expression broke after a small smile plagued his lips. "When did you get so wise?"

"About five minutes ago, I'm thinking."

"You're fault for messing with a vortex manipulator. Where'd you get it, anyway? I've only seen one man with one, and even though his name is also Jack, he'd sleep with anything that has the right part for it. Even then..." He shuddered. "Yeesh, never mind."

"Awkwardness aside, we need to get going." Jack made his way to the bronze doors, heaving them open. "Let's go! We need to find Elsa. She's with Pixal and River about 30 hours from now."

"River's here? You activated Pixal? Wait, does that mean you found the console game?" Litwick followed after him, all joy gone and replaced with seriousness.

"Yeah, what's up with that, anyway? Pitch disguised himself as Hiccup and almost got me and Elsa killed! He even got away with the painting holding our dragons."

"That game console actually holds a once real-life pizzeria. It's captured in a period of time and was put into the game console. In its original world, a man was said to have murdered five children there, and a sixth a few years earlier. That original child is actually in my basement. Well, its ghost anyway."

"You have a child's ghost under the island?" Jack said incredulously.

"The ghost possessed a puppet. He's called the Marionette. And it's dangerous. That's why he's locked under my island."

"How many spirits do you have on here?" Hiccup asked.

"Not counting Jack or Pitch, four. Pandora, the Marionette, the Empty Child and King Boo are in my basement."

"King who?"

Litwick paused. "Wait a minute... When I first met King Boo, he had released ghosts from paintings using a machine that turned them into paintings in the first place. Mr.5 must've used that machine to turn our dragons into that painting as well!"

"Oh, I applaud you, very well done." Mr.5 leaned on the wall, clapping his hands together. "That was good, I was wondering when you'd figure that out."

"What did you do to Professor E. Gadd?" Litwick said, taking his Keyblade out again. From he corner of his eye, he saw Jack ready the Ice Rod.

"Nothing. That old geezer didn't even notice when I plucked that machine. I must say, it's a very amazing machine...isn't it?" He snapped his fingers and a figure came down from the ceiling. In the low light, it was difficult to tell who it was. But when he saw the gold and red armor, Litwick growled.

"Is that...?" Jack said, pointing to the armor in awe.

Mr.5 laughed. "I think you should be more worried about this." The armor turned something around and they saw a painting with various stone statues. The same statues that once filled this room.

"Astrid... Dad?" Hiccup looked at the painting with a renewed sense of worry. Of course, that would explain why this room was suddenly so empty now. They hadn't even noticed before.

"Excuse me, I gotta run now." He flicked his wrist and the dagger appeared in his hand, Litwick's name gleaming on the blade. "I'd use this, but I think I'd rather use my friend here. Ready, Hans?"

"Absolutely." Hans' voice came from the gold and red armor, then it took a step forward.

"I can't believe it," Jack said as Mr.5 disappeared with the painting. "We're being attacked by Iron Man!"

* * *

><p>Zilla followed after Hiro and Anna, making sure Lantern was behind him the whole time. He couldn't bare to look at her; not yet. But the memories didn't lie. He reached into his pocket, rubbing the petals of the blue flower with his fingers. He thought back to the memory, wondering what in God's name would have happened if he had kept the memories. Would he have mourned? Yes. But to think that the past two decades were a complete lie...<p>

"Zilla?" Hiro snapped his fingers in front of his face. "You alright? You're looking a little out of it."

"I'm fine," he lied. "Just thinking, really. I can't believe Litwick steals memories like this."

"I can't believe he nailed Elsa in bed," Lantern said, oblivious to his flinch at the sound of her voice.

"Can you please not talk like that?" Anna said. "She's my sister, remember?" She sat down on a stump, the corridor they were in filled with plant life as it was in the previous room with the blue gem on the pedestal. It seemed that they finally managed to leave it. "I can't believe that Elsa ran away and we don't remember it. Everyone in Arendelle has lost an entire year from their memories?"

"The year that never was," Hiro said, sitting across from her. "There were lots of memories in there, too. I saw a glass sphere that belonged to a man named Owen Grady."

"I saw Jack's name on one," Zilla said. "Also saw someone named Alex Russo and Justin Russo. Siblings, maybe?"

"Why are we even talking about this?" Lantern said. "But I guess I sorta understand. Litwick has really met so many people, but what I don't understand is _why_ he takes memories. He's taken ours more than once, maybe the first time we met him isn't the first time he met us."

"Elsa's memories showed her falling into a dark state, didn't it?" Hiro asked. "She wouldn't wake up. Something about residue darkness seeping into her brain. She was becoming mental."

"So the only reason Litwick took her memories was to keep her mind okay?" Anna asked.

"Stable would be the right word to use, but yeah." Hiro placed his elbows on his knees and his the palm on his hands on his cheeks, leaning on them. "But he seems to care about others rather than himself."

"Others?" Zilla said incredulously. "He's been _lying_ to us for years! The entire time we've known him! Maybe he's been lying to everyone his whole life! How can he not care abut himself and his selfish actions?"

"When he took Elsa's memories, it was to save her life," Hiro said. "When he took Hiccup's, it was to spare him the anger of hate for killing that child. How much you want to bet that all those memories back there, or at least most of them, are people in immense pain and fear? Maybe he only took those memories because he believes to be the cause of them. Like I said earlier, he's a cherophobic. What happened with Hiccup and Elsa proved it. He was happy, and then it was taken away from him. Maybe that's why he takes memories, to make people as happy as they can be without him in their lives."

"And what about all of us?" Lantern questioned, gesturing to the small group. "What happens when all this is over? Will Litwick simply take our memories again as if this never happened?"

Hiro frowned, crossing his arms. "I want to say no, but–"

"But Litwick still suffers because of this," Zilla said. "He carried the most guilt and pain out of the two of us, Lantern. I was created, not born, for evil purposes by Lex Luthor, remember? And who found me and showed me the light? Litwick did. And you, you're...you're father is a demon from hell, literally. You have demon blood in your veins, but Litwick was the one who helped you use your dark powers for good when they got uncontrollable a few years back, remember?"

Lantern smiled, shaking her head and making her hair flop a little. "Yeah. Mr.5 had corrupted me with dark residue. Maybe more happened that day and we just don't remember it,"

"Something Litwick probably feels responsible for." Zilla nodded in agreement with her, thinking back to the flower in his pocket. "That still doesn't make it right."

"He's a dark fairy, isn't he?" Anna said, speaking for the first time since Hiro began speaking. "He doesn't always have views on what's right and wrong, then."

Zilla didn't say anything. His hearing picked up a rumbling sound from above the corridor. He looked up, trying to focus on the attention on hand. He drowned out the rest of their conversation as he listened to the rumbling noise get louder and louder. "Move!" he shouted, making a grab for the first person he could reach, which just happened to be Hiro. Pulling him into his grasp, he flew out of the way quickly as the ceiling caved in, dust and rocks scattering all over the air. Zilla used what he had of his strength to nock a particular large Boulder out of the way, shattering the stone to pieces. Hiro made himself as small as he could to avoid ring hit, which worked extra given his already small structure.

Zilla coughed as the rumbling sound coined to echo off. He he's couldn't tell what was going on, but something was defiantly happening a floor above them. "Lantern! Anna!" Zilla tried to punch the wall separating them from each other, but only resulting in injuring his own hand. "_Gh_! It's no use. The Kryptonite around the collar is making me too weak. I was lucky to stop that boulder from crushing us." He tried to pry the collar off his neck, but it only squeezed more upon doing so, cutting off the air from his lungs for a few seconds.

On the other side, Lantern tried shifting the rocks from one another as Anna looked back in the direction they had come from. "Is it possible we can get help?" she asked.

"Help? From where?" Lantern asked as she frisked through the collapsed wall for a weak point. "The only thing down back that way is that room with the three doors. We'll just get lost or wind up here again!" She began to furiously toss stone after stone over her shoulder. When she began to exhaust, she cried out, "Zilla! Can you hear me? Zilla!"

Zilla pressed his ear to the wall, but was unable to hear anything. "I don't know if they're alive or not." He pounded the wall then issued when a sharp rock embedded his scales. "We need to get them back! Lantern is too important to lose!"

"Anna's a princess, too, remember?" Hiro asked. "But why is Lantern so important?"

"She just is! Now we need to find something to get them both to this side. We can't force our way through, so maybe if we find something to help us out..." He caught the look on Hiro's face and trailed off. "Why are you looking a me like that?"

Hiro said nothing for a moment, narrowing his eyes at him before he spoke. "Did you know that when I was younger, people used to call me the next Sherlock Holmes?"

Zilla blinked. "What's that got to do with anything?"

"Just hear me out. You're freaking out right now, right? But you didn't seem to freak out earlier when everyone was turned to stone."

"We were in a cage, there wasn't anything I could do anyway."

"But you didn't freak out. You were angry. But then you began to freak out when this ceiling fell, and you're more worried about Lantern than Anna even though I'm pretty sure Lantern can handle herself, Anna can't. Tadashi acted the same way a couple years back when there was an earthquake at SFIT. Sorry, that's the San–"

"San Fransokyo Institute of Technology, I know." Zilla nodded, wondering where in the world the kid was getting at. "My brother snuck in once or twice."

"Your _brother_ is reason there's a shortage on parts? Tadashi was freaking out that he couldn't finish Baymax! Anyway, so there was this earthquake, right?" Zilla nodded again. "So some people were freaking out and Tadashi was able to calm them down. When he heard that Honey Lemon was trapped in the bathroom because the ceiling collapsed, _then_ he began to freak out. Turned out, he actually had a thing for her. Who knew?"

Zilla could feel his scales tingle for some reason. "And your point is?"

Hiro grinned. "You have a thing for Lantern, don't you?"

He grunted, crossing his arms. "Hiro, be serious. Lantern is one of my closest friends, Litwick introduced me to her."

"He probably thought you two were good for each other, then." Hiro said with a shrug, putting his hands in his pockets.

"First off, I'm a science experiment and she's not. Second, it might as well be bestiality, I'm a humanoid lizard for crying out loud!"

Lantern, meanwhile, was staring extensively at the wall, trying to figure out a at to get through. "There's got to be way to get back to him..." she said to herself.

"Don't you mean 'them'?" Anna asked as she twiddled with her shoe, sitting back down on the stump.

Realizing her mistake, she stuttered before she said, "Y-yeah, that's what I meant. Sorry." She sighed, deciding to sit down before her brain fried from thinking too much. She tried to diverge her thoughts to something that could help calm her down. She thought back to a few months earlier when the GMAD had fought alongside her father's vampire army in a version of hell. Her father was a masochist. He wanted to kill her, and who to save her life than Zilla. Since then, Lantern had always been so nervous around him for some reason. But still, looking back over the memories of her and Zilla in battle or a casual day, she smiled, sighing warmly.

"What're you smiling about?" Anna asked curiously.

Lantern opened her eyes, not realizing she had closed them, and shook her head. "Oh, nothing. Just some happy memories I had with Zilla."

Anna grinned. "You like him, don't you?" Her grin grew wider. "You have that look Hiccup does when he was with Astrid!"

She turned a bit red, and was about to deny it when she figured that Anna would just pester her until she gotta straight answer. "Maybe a little," she admitted. "But that doesn't mean anything! And you're one to talk! I've seen the way the way you and Reindeer-Boy banter with each other!"

"He's just a friend," Anna insisted, looking very casual while doing so.

"But what if it could be something more?" Lantern prodded.

"Oh, this isn't about me, it's about you!" Anna said. "We might as well talk since we have nothing better to do! How long have you know known Zilla?"

Lantern shrugged. "I don't know. Fifty years I think? Maybe less."

"Fifty?" Anna repeated. "But you're all younger than me!"

"I'll have you know that Dream and her sister are over 300 years old! Zilla is almost at his seventieth, and I think Echo, our leader, is a few thousand years, but no one knows for sure. If her name is even 'Echo' anymore." She muttered the last part under her breath.

"You can spend the rest of your lives together, then!" Anna said giddily. "This is so exciting! It's like something out of a book!"

_Or some kind of fanfic that some teenager is spending too much time on with the plot and details,_ she thought as she let Anna fangirl. "He's just a friend," she insisted.

"But what if it could be something more?" she said, repeating her words from earlier. She stood up, pulling Lantern towards her. "If you really like him then just go on say so to him! _You better jump right to it, tell that boy how you feel. Just get out there and do it, it's not such a big deal."_ She giggled as she began to twirl in a circle with Lantern, who was trying hard not to smile. _"You've been waitin' for a while, now it's time to reveal. You better jump, jump, jump right to it!"_ She began to bounce on her heels before leaping a few inches in the air. _"You better step right up, you know he thinks that you're cute. C'mon and bounce right up, get off your patoot. This time isn't the time to be shy, coy, or cute. You better jump, jump, jump right to it!"_

Hiro wasn't having as much luck to bring out the truth from Zilla. This was too good of an opportunity to pass up, not to mention that they were stuck at the moment. _"Why you waiting, ol' pal Zilla? Why hesitating? You could be her fella. It's been your predilection to move in your direction away from the romantic and into the semantic. So it makes us somewhat frantic. Go on and get it 'cause you're a real pro. Hold your head high, jut give it a go! All while long, sing the same tired song. You better jump, jump, jump right to it!"_ He bounced on his heels before be jumped as high as he could, prying an answer of some sort out of him_ "You better jump, jump, jump right to it!"_

_"You better jump, jump, jump right to it!"_ Anna gave a smile as Lantern shook her head. "What do you think?"

"I think you're both absolutely crazy and absolutely right, too," Lantern said. "I didn't think you would convince me otherwise."

* * *

><p>After making sure Hiro would not wonder off (which he had his doubts of) Zilla made his way down the the hallway to see what they could find. Dirt was replaced by grass and nature took over the walls again. Something shifted above in the trees, which definitely signified something was up there or around somewhere. He passed patches of flowers and paused when he came across a green flame. There was a small ring of fire on a stone, and the stone was holding some kind of egg. The egg was about the size of a football with, colored brown with a single stripe of tan or white. It was difficult to tell with the flame's color.<p>

How an egg got down here was a question to answer for later. But whatever had laid that thing must be nearby. And if it was here on the island, then Litwick must know of it.

"_Trevena_." Something spoke from behind him. Turning around, he was face-to-face with some kind of walking tree. It had claws as branches and a single eye looking at him. Its head was bark with a leaf or two sticking out, and it's torso was the interior as purple. the rest of it was all bark as well with legs that reminded him of a spider's legs. "_Trevena. Trev trev_." The creature spoke again, repeating its words form earlier.

"What are you?" Zilla asked, careful to keep his distance. "Why are you here?"

"_Treve, nan ant_." The creature pushed him aside a little as it observed the egg. It gently patted the egg with a hand. The egg twitched, but other than that, made no move of hatching. "_Nan_."

"Is this egg yours?" Zilla asked, realizing that despite its look, it was not a threat.

The creature turned to look at him. "_Trevenant. Trevenant, trevenant._"

"Trevenant... That's your name? Trevenant?"

"_Venant_!" Trevenant gave a happy cry, even giving the equivalent of a smile.

So then Litwick has a "Trevenant" here... Somehow that's not surprising. Zilla was brought out of his thoughts when something in the trees rustled. He was prepared to defend himself when Trevenant stepped forward, as if signaling it was okay.

"You are not of regular man-spawn. What are you?" A woman's voice reached his ear, sounding almost echoed. He wondered how as there was nothing to make in echo in the first place.

"My name is Zilla. I'm a friend of Litwick. Who are you?"

There was another rustle and something dropped down from the trees. Zilla was surprised to be facing a giant bunny. Standing high, it was as tall as the trees above them. It had long tan ears and fur of various colors from brown, purple, and tan. It also seemed to be wearing armor and its eyes glowed purple. "Of Litwick? Tell me, lizard-spawn, is he anywhere near? I believe he may be in danger."

"He's locked up by a demon," Zilla said. "But why would you care?"

"Litwick saved my life when I was young," the bunny said. "I am the last of my kind, you see. Or at least, I was, but back then, I was a frightened Taguel with no family. He taught me to fend for myself. As I grew, I saw him again and offered to take me from the world I was born in to find me a new home. But I decided to remain in Ylisse, and it is a good thing I have. And earlier today, I received a telepathic message from Litwick saying that he was in some sort of trouble and I used the magic bean he gave me in the event such affair were to happen. The fairy-spawn is in trouble, and he was a kind and dear friend. He was kind to me when no one else was. Are you here to assist him as well?"

During her little speech, Zilla couldn't help but smile. Only a few minutes earlier the four of them were talking about how Litwick takes memories of those he felt he's wronged, and here was a rabbit that he helped grown and raise from when it were young. This was the Litwick he knew, the Litwick who taught him to control his powers when he was created. Zilla, answering the bunny's question, nodded. "Yeah. We got separated from our friends, and we need to find them first before we could rescue Litwick. He's able to be controlled by this dagger, you see. Not only that, but my friends' dragons were stolen and put into a painting. We need to set them free as well."

"Many tasks, but as our numbers grow, so we'll our chances." She turned around to exit the room, but before she did, she turned back to Zilla and gave a brief, "You may call me Panne," then bounded lightly away, sniffing the air intently.

"_Trevena_," Trevenant said, sounding sarcastic.

"Tell me about it," Zilla agreed, following Panne before she could do something like ripping Hiro to shreds. He passed her as he ran forward then almost ran into Hiro. "Hiro, heads up! I think I someone who can help us."

Looking behind him, Hiro tidied his head back as he looked at the looming bunny over him. "Whoa. That is one huge bunny. ...and a walking tree?"

"Please move aside, man-spawn," Panne said as Trevenant walked up next to her. "Trevenant and I can bring this wall down. I can smell others on the other side of it."

"Are they okay?" Zilla asked, trying to act natural.

"Yes, the two scents are fine. They both seem alive, but they are just fine." Moving aside, they both watched Panne and Trevenant stand in front of the rocky wall. Panne took a few steps back before bashing her head to the wall, grunting a little as she did that. Trevenant's arm glowed a brilliant green before it jumped into the air and brought it down on the wall. More chunks flew off and they both attacked at the same time, sending the wall down and under. Coughing again, Zilla moved quickly to see if Panne's visions were correct.

Lantern looked up after the wall collapsed to see Zilla, Hiro, and a tree and bunny on the other side of the wall. Strangely enough, this sight was not even on the top of the list of strange things to have happened. Don't get her wrong, it was definitely on the list, just not anywhere at the top. Maybe.

"You guys alright?" Zilla said, hopping over the rubble to help her up, then doing the same for Anna. "You two can use some cleaning up you both gat dirt and pebbles in your hair and clothes.

"I can't imagine why," Lantern said sarcastically, but still sighed upon being reunited. "But thanks, anyway. Who're your new friends?"

Introductions were quickly passed, then it was decided that Trevenant can move a tree from the room ahead and bring it here, and while that was happening Panne would kick open the ceiling to get to the floor above. Trevenant went up first, followed by Lantern, Zilla, Hiro, Anna, and Panne right after. The two former poked heir heads out.

"Zilla..."

"Yep."

"Is that..."

"Yep."

"And..."

"Yep."

"With..."

"Yep."

"Wow."

"Yep."

* * *

><p>Litwick grunted as his foot began to slip on the floor, the Keyblade only like able to do so much as block the rays that Hans' suit charged at them. "I told that idiot to bump up security in the Tower!" he said as Hans' began to fight in close combat, and Litwick only able to fend him off and try and melt this metal with fire magic.<p>

"Tony Stark?" Jack asked as he and Hiccup began to fight against the shadow people.

"No, Sherlock Holmes. Of course Tony! That idiot knew Mage would break in every now and then, but he wouldn't take precautions! Pepper and I are _so_ going to berate him for this!"

"Would you stop moving?" Hans should as he tried to land in impact on the fairy. "This technology is difficult to work with!"

Litwick jumped over him and began to glide as he began throwing green fireballs. "Argh! I _hate_ technology _so_ much!"

"Why do you have Pixal then?" Jack questioned as he used the butt of the staff to knock a shadow down. He looked over at Hiccup and saw him using a sword someone had left behind, probably Stoick or Fergus, and was actually doing a pretty good job on handling them. "Nice work, Hic!" Jack said as they came back to back, both panting for breathe. This was difficult about being mortal at the moment, he got tired out real quick. He could usually last for a few more hours longer at least.

"Thanks! I think I'm natural with a sword at this point in time," Hiccup said he leaned down and Jack jumped onto his shoulder before bouncing in the air, using his Ice Rod to spin Ina. Circe and attack the shadows in a circumference. "I think we've been fighting together at this point, too. Duck!"

Hans began using more charged attacked, even going so much as to make the entire stage collapse. The attack was so strong that the floor that the stage was over actually collapsed in on itself, onto the floor below, whatever it was. Litwick could sense the something happening going on in the floor below, but he didn't question it. At least, not until something began to collapse the collapse floor. He heard and felt something underneath them, and the pit that the floor fell into was cleared. He was surprised to see Lantern and Zilla come out from underneath the ground. The conversed for a moment before they called down beneath them. A moment later, Trevenant and a giant bunny came out, ready to join the fray.

"Trevenant, use Energy Ball on this suit!" Litwick shouted. "Then help with the shadows over there!"

"_Re_!" A glowing green ball grew in its hand before it was launched at the Iron Man suit. Hans was thrown to the floor, then the bunny came and kicked it across the room.

"Fairy-spawn, Trevenant and I will handle this miscreants! You must escape and find the demon and your friends!"

"Fairy-spawn?" Litwick raised an eyebrow at her before his eyes widened in shock. "What? Panne, is that you?"

"_Revena_!" Trevenant began to speak urgently to him, and whatever it had to say had a pacifying effect on him.

"All right then. Zilla, Lantern, get Jack and Hiccup and whoever's with you and get out of here!"

"We're not leaving you!" Zilla shouted he helped Anna and Hiro out of the pit. When she made eye contact with Litwick, her eyes grew wide and looked away from his for some reason. He couldn't begin to ponder why before Lantern smacked him upside his head.

"Ow! What was that for?" He rubbed the spot that was hit, muttering, "Why that hurt more than a high-voltage beam, I don't know..."

"We came across that room with memories! We know about the truth behind you and Hiccup and you and Elsa!"

"What about Elsa?" Jack asked as he ran into the group, panting for breath. "Oh, man, I have no idea how mortals cope like this..."

"Dad!" Hiccup called as he ran behind Jack, not quite as winded as him about almost there. "I-I mean... M-my dad and Astrid! They're, um, paintings!" He turned his attention from Litwick to the entire reorganized group, glad to see that they were fine. "Mr.5 showed up and bragged about that. What do we do now, um, Litwick?"

Litwick sighed, turning his head a little to look away from them and seeing Panne and his Trevenant fighting against the shadows and Hans on their own. His age lingered on the Taguel, a shadow of a grin on his face as he thought back to the small little bunny he found scared and alone in the forests. But now, here she was for some reason, fully grown. He briefly thought of Robin and how he might be faring, then sighed.

"They know, Hiccup." Litwick sighed again, lowering his head. "Yes, it's true. I raised Hiccup for a few years before I betrayed his hopes of me."

"And what's this about Elsa?" Jack asked. "What, did you raise her for a few years, too?"

"No, but I did with Panne." He pointed his thumb over her shoulder, indicating to the bunny as he bit one of the shadows, dissipating it. "That's how I know her."

"How many kids have you raised?"

"Stop avoiding the subject!" Lantern said. "What happened with Elsa... It's all true, isn't it?"

"...yeah."

"And you still feel that way, don't you?"

Litwick closed his eyes, pinching the bridge of his nose with his fingers. "I was hoping not, but when I brought Elsa here..."

"I-I'm sorry, but I'm confused," Jack sack, looking back and forth between them.

"Maybe we should finish this later," Hiro suggested, deciding it best to avoid Jack from finding out, for now at least. "Where's Elsa? And what happened to Hiccup? Was he stuck here longer than the rest of us?"

"Complicated time travel stuff," Litwick said. "Speaking of which, give me that manipulator back!" He took the device off Hiccup's wrist and strapped it around his own. "Okay, I only have enough power for one trip, so I'm going to get someone who I know will be able to help somewhat. Meanwhile, I want you guys to find the others and meet up back in this room. I have no doubt that Trevenant and Panne will be able to take care of Hans, so they should be clear to go by the time you come back. Not to mention the fact that with me out of my own timeline, Mr.5 won't be able to control me."

"Hold it just a second," Zilla said before Litwick can finish imputing whatever he was on the device. "Just...answer me this first." He reached into his pocket and took out the blue forget-me-not. "This is true as well, isn't it?"

Litwick visibly cringed at the sight of the flower, which had begun to wilt from being compressed too long. "Yeah. I'm sorry, Zilla. I tried to save her, really, I did, I-I didn't mean for anything to happen between you two! I could sense something, that's why I intervened."

"As much as I appreciate you honesty, I don't understand why you take memories in the first place."

He didn't answer.

"Fine. Tell me this, then. Who...who is _she_?" Zilla darted his finger at Lantern's direction, who took his accusation in shock and surprise.

"Wh-what?" Lantern shook a little. "Zilla... C'mon, you're joking right? It's Lantern! Who else would I be?"

"I tried to save her, but this was the best I could come up with," Litwick said, ignoring Lantern's response. "I know that this hurts, but I still think she's alive within herself."

Zilla's pained eyes turned into one of hope. "She's still alive?"

"Of course I'm still alive! I'm right here!"

Litwick took the sonic screwdriver from his pocket and adjusted the settings. He turned to Lantern with a pitying look in his expression. "I'm sorry, Lantern. But I promise to make things right as soon as I come back. I promise." He looked at Hiccup as he said, "I won't let you fall. I promise." Hiccup gave a small smile at this.

"What are you talking about?" Lantern said, sounding more and more fearful. "I'm right here. I'm not anywhere else."

Litwick stoically raised the sonic to her. "That's what you were programmed to think." When it was turned on, Lantern turned white before she melted into a puddle of white liquid, bubbling on the ground once it fell.

Anna gasped, covering her mouth to hide a sob. Hiro's eyes widened and he turned around, pulling his hoodie on over his head. Jack shuddered a breath as he said, "She's a Flesh..."

"I guess you ran into them earlier." Litwick handed the sonic back to Jack. "When you get back to Elsa, tell River that I'm at the Professor's lab, then at Demon's Run. And tell Pixal to activate her Finder Program. They'll know what I mean. Good luck, guys." He vanished.

* * *

><p><strong>395 years ago<strong>

Whenever Litwick thought back to that day on Hiccup's fifth birthday so many years ago, he would cringe and gain a headache from the day, mostly because of all of the worry and fright he felt for him that day. It was a complete accident; but, as most accidents come out, everything turned turned just fine. Far away from the Barbaric Archipelago, the two of them found sanctuary in a forest near a village. Using a glamour spell or the occasional blind-man trick, they would occasions only go into the village, where Hiccup had met kids his age and got to know. He was never really friends with them, they were just little kids who he knew of.

Litwick and Hiccup were in their Meadow when it began. The earthquake started softly at first, but it began to pick up as Litwick took into the air with Hiccup in his arms. His plan was to stay in the air long enough for the earthquake to pass, but the trees that reached higher than him snapped and fell. Not moving fast enough, Litwick positioned himself around Hiccup's small body enough for that when they fell, he broke the boy's fall. He could feel the earth shuffle underneath him as the ground began to split open.

"Litwick... I-I'm scared..." Hiccup said softly.

"I got you, Hiccup." He tried to stand up, but he only ended up yelping and hissing in pain as he tried to stand. turning his head, he saw his wing trapped underneath a tree bark, so close to flattening them both. "Can't make a fire, it'll spread," he whispered to himself. The ground started to vibrate again for the third time, and the cracks began to spread. "Hiccup whatever happens, do not let go of me!"

Hiccup practically clawed at his vest and choked him from his arms wrapping around his neck as the ground split open underneath them. Litwick felt his wing loosen, but he can feel it crippled. Using his own functional wing, Litwick tried to avoid the fall only to slam into the cliff wall. He groaned in pain as a sharp pain embedded into his shoulder. He can feel his blood soaking his clothes. Weak and disoriented, he momentarily lost concentration on flight and fell deeper into the crack of the earth. He fell on a ledge and Hiccup bounced out of his arm. "Hiccup!"

Hiccup tried to reach for him, but he fell off the ledge. Crawling over to it, Litwick looked over to see that Hiccup only had one hand on a rock and another on a tuft of grass that wouldn't help him at all. He was gasping, fewer radiating in his eyes. He was trembling worse than newborn baby and was close to the verge of crying. "L-Litwck..."

Litwick reached over the edge as far as he could, careful to not fall in himself. "I got you Hiccup. Don't look down, okay, kid? Just keep looking at me." He reached for the closer hand, the one holding onto the grass, and wrapped his gingers tightly around his wrist. "Okay, now give me your other hand."

"I-I can't!" Hiccup said, closing his eyes and looking away as tears began to spoil from his eyes. He, ironically, hiccuped as he mumbled, "I'm s-s-scared..."

The ground stopped shaking, and it was only a matter of time before another aftershock took over, this one either sending them both to the bottom of the pit or sealing the opening above them. "You're a Viking, Hiccup," Litwick said, rubbing his thumb over the boy's arm. "Remember what you said the other day, huh? Vikings aren't afraid of anything."

"I am afraid!" Hiccup shouted, eyes still closed as he continued to sob. "I-I'm always afraid! I'm afraid that you won't like me anymore or I won't have anymore friends back in the village. I'm af-fraid that you'll leave me like my dad did!"

Litwick can feel his heart pumping with the adrenaline in his veins. If it were out of his body, he wouldn't feel so scared for the boy. He looked at the child at him and spoke softly to calm him down. "I won't leave you," he said, knowing fully well that he could be, or even was, lying. "Listen, Hiccup. I've seen kids before. Heck, I even knew this one kid who would make people angry on purpose. But you, you're the bravest person I've ever met."

Hiccup shook his head, still not looking up.

"Yeah, you are. You met me. I wasn't always a good person, you see. I don't think I am now. But before, I gave up on ever making anyone happy. But then I found you. You weren't scared to show me who you were. You can read and write better than any other kid I've known, and I don't think it wa because I've been teaching you." He chuckled. "If... If I were your father Hiccup, you'd know what I'd say? I'd say that I was proud of you."

The tense poise that he felt around Hiccup's arm began to loosen a bit. He finally looked up, his eyes red form crying and his cheeks stained with dirt and tear marks. "Really?"

Litwick nodded, knowing he was being completely honest. "Yeah, really. You can be smarter than most adults if you tried to be. You never have to worry about me leaving you behind again, or even taking you back to your dad. I promise on my life that I will protect yours for the rest of mine." He leaned a little further on the edge, feeling something slip out of pocket. He didn't pay much attention to it, though. The only thing of importance right now was Hiccup. "You can be brave and give me your other hand, Hiccup. I won't let you fall. I promise."

He hesitated another second before he let go of the rock, gasping as he was just hanging on by Litwick's hand now. Raising his hand, Litwick quickly grabbed it and pulled him up, sighing when he was safe in his arms again. He crawled back onto the ledge, nothing the bag that fell out of his pocket. He reached over for it as Hiccup wrapped his hands around his neck again, sobbing into his shoulder. Neither said a word as the tremors began again. Rocks and first fell over them, and Litwick crouched as low as he can to avoid being hit. But the ledge began to break apart, and his wing was being to ache even more. He wasn't sure when it would heal right despite not being able to die. Hiccup said nothing as they fell into the cavern. Reacting on instinct, he threw the bag to the closet surface he could see them falling to. A portal opened in a flash of swirling blue and they fell in. Then all was silent.

* * *

><p><strong>Hiro and Anna: "Jump Right To It" from <span>Phineas and Ferb<span>**

* * *

><p><strong>I LIIIIVE! And this continued right off as of two chapters ago. I know a lot of you were really anxious to the cliffhanger at the end of that chapter, so I decided to bring it back her quickly. Also, some foreshadowing characters and adventures! Ooh! If you can guess where Trevenant and Panne are from, you're my new best friend.<strong>

**Very special thanks to GodzillaMan1000 for introducing me to the ship of himself and Lantern. I ship it almost as much as I ship the Doctor and Rose. Almost. It plays as a major plot development in this story, and I couldn't wait any longer to bring it in. There were subtle hints of this ship in a few previous chapters I believe, and in me Six Movies, Seven Heroes story. If you don't appreciate this ship, deal with it. This is my story, and what I say goes in the GMAD canon-verse.**


	18. Author's Note II

**As some of you may know, the next location and plot with the Keyhole was going to be set in the plot of Mirror Mirror. Well, I've decided to scratch that out for complicated reason. If you go back to Chapter 9, re-read the ending where the opening dialogue for the movie was. It has been replaced with a new location and plot. It may seem vague, but anyone reading this story will know it in due time.**

**-Litwick723**


	19. The Tactician and the Taguel

_"DON'T MESS WITH A BUNNY!"_

_-Yarne, Fire Emblem: Awakening_

_._

_"Only after disaster can we be resurrected."_

_-Chuck Palahniuk_

_._

_"Hate cannot drive out hate: only love can do that."_

_-Martin Luther King, Jr._

* * *

><p><strong>Present day<strong>

It took a moment to realize that Alyx, Rapunzel, and Merida were not alone on the stone cell. At first she thought she was only hearing things. The child's voice who kept on asking for his mother continued to echo, and she wasn't sure if it was an actual child calling out or if it was a recording. When she heard a shuffle across the room, she was fully prepared to fight until she heard a voice.

"Shush! You can't make a sound, or the Marionette will feast on your souls." A man's voice whispered through the air. Standing, the man was tall and thin. He wore all black that covered his head and mouth and body. The only part of his skin exposed was his light-colored eyes. Strands of white hair fell over them.

"Who are you?" Merida said rather loudly,

"Sh!" Moving like a swift ninja, the man made his way over to her and whipped out a piece of paper from his pockets. "My name is Robin. I was sent by a future version of Litwick to assist you." When he waved the paper over the purple haze, it dissipated, and Merida fell to the ground on her feet. "These charms were made by a friend of mine. The increase the light magic in your hearts, counteracts the dark magic holding you here." He did the same to Alyx, then Rapunzel. "There. Now, we need to go. Now."

"Wait a minute, wait a minute!" The three girls chased after Robin as he picked up a jagged sword from the ground and used it to break down the wall. The sword crackled with electricity. "Wait! Did you say that Litwick from the _future_ sent you?"

"Yes, and please keep your voice down! You may not mind being an empty soulless shell waiting to be decomposed, but I do since I have a child waiting for me at home, thank you very much." Like the ninja he was, he was swift and quiet as the four of them made their way through the tunnels. "Gods, when Litwick said it was a maze down here, he wasn't kidding."

"Pandora is down here as well," Alyx said. "She's an expert on creating illusions, but her powers are weak."

Robin paused as he thought for a moment. He reached into his pocket and pulled out what Alyx recognized as a walkie-talkie. "How does this work again..." she heard him mutter to himself. After messing with the buttons, he said, "Morgan? Morgan, are you listening?"

There was static and a crackle before a feminine and young voice sounded. _"Listening loud and clear, Padre!"_

"You've been hanging out with Gaius again, haven't you?" he said in a deadpan.

_"Yep!_" Morgan said. _"What's going on? Did you find them?"_

"I found them, but we're lost down here," Robin explained. "Do you think you can send in Sylveon and Zoroark?"

_"I'll try,"_ Morgan said with a quip in her voice. _"I'm not sure how it works, but I'm sure Grandpa can help."_

"Good, now hurry!" Robin was about to put it away when he clicked the button again and added, "Oh, and stop calling him that. You know how he feels about his age."

_"No promises! Hee hee!"_ And with that, their conversation ended.

"Okay," Robin stood up and began to pace. "Pandora and the Marionette want to destroy us, we're lost under the island, you're separated from Jack, Hiccup, and the others, and we have absolutely no idea how long you've been down here. Am I missing anything else?"

He felt someone tap his shoulder and turned around to face a nervous-looking Rapunzel. "Um, there's a demon who wants to kill all of us and and I'm pretty sure the path back to the surface floor collapsed, so we're pretty much trapped down here."

"What, seriously?" Turning around in a full circle, he saw the looks of confirmation on the raven and redhead, agreeing with her statement. He pinched the bridge of his nose, groaning. "Oh, Naga strike me where I stand..."

* * *

><p><strong>A few weeks ago<strong>

Panne poked her head out of the bushes as she sniffed the area. Her heightened senses can smell the delicious food that wafted under her nose as the smell exited the mess hall. Though dinner was not for some time, she couldn't help but grimace as her stomach growled. Then again, she did skip lunch. She had been too busy gathering herbs for a special brew, and missed the mealtime altogether.

Lon'qu was a strange man on the army. Tall and strong and stoic, you wouldn't expect a fierce and blunt man to be a gynophobe. His irrational fear of the opposite sex turned out not to be so irrational when he told her the truth behind it. And so to assist him, Panne made a brew that would ward off the nightmares that one would experience in his sleep that caused his gynophobia in the first place. The last living Taguel, a race that can transform from a beast to a human-like avatar. She herself can transform into a large rabbit, ready for combat on the army against the Plegians and the Mad King.

Panne stood on her feet and felt her bushy tail brush against the branches of the tree she jumped down from. She followed her nose into the mess hall and saw the tactician on kitchen duty. The smell was more enticing than ever upon entering. "Ah! Is that your famous carrot stew I smell?" she said with a smile on her face. The tactician's soup was her favorite meal, one of the best she's had in years. "I hope you don't mind if I sneak a taste before dinner?"

Robin spun around, his cloak ruffling as he did so. He watched, slightly horrified as Panne grabbed a bowl and ladle, filling her bowl to the brim and bringing it to her lips. The white-haired man sputtered for a moment before he set his knife down and said, "No, Panne, wait! That's not for–" He watched in a sudden stupor as Panne took a long slurp, even going so far as to drain the entire bowl. He cringed and hastily added, "...Oh dear. I'm so sorry, Panne, but I messed up the recipe on that batch. Everybody said it tasted...off. Well, actually, they said it tasted like last month's dishwater, but..."

Panne frowned as she set the ladle back in the pot, pouring herself a second serving. These man-spawn and their sensitive bodies. It's a wonder that they were the most dominate species yet they were also one of the weakest. "It seems perfectly fine to me," she said with a shrug. She contemplated on whether she should use a spoon or not, and ultimately deciding to just drink from the bowl. She would be lying is she said that she felt a tranquil as a house cat, not that she would ever admit such a thing. Perhaps she can share some with Lon'qu; his phobia seemed to be settling the more the two of them fought as a pair during the war.

She ignored Robin's slack-jawed expression, focusing on the warm feeling stirring in her chest. It felt nice, but for some reason she didn't think it had to do with the soup. She almost didn't hear Robin speaking. "...You've got to be kidding me." He looked on incredulously as Panne continued to slurp from her bowl.

The Taguel only shrugged, not seeing the problem with the food. Or rather, tasting.

Once she left with the entire pot, not to mention a horrible joke on Robin's tongue ("_Soup_-er happy to hear you say that, Panne!"), Panne decided that it might be best to retire to her tent. She usually didn't need one, preferring to sleep outside, but the country they were currently in was more cold than she was used to. Not even in her beast form can she warm up on her thick fur.

Once she made sure that she would conserve her soup to last for days and heat it up when necessary, she made her way to sleep. The day was at on end, and she was sure that Lon'qu would come for his nightly dose of the nightmare-free potion. She began to set up the herbs and ingredients for it, making sure to double the recipe for herself as well.

Lon'qu, as already explained, was an unusual man. When he first met Panne, he was chasing her after she had dropped a bag of weeds. When he refused to come closer, she accused him of loathing the Taguel. He explained that he feared her gender rather than her species. Upon learning of his nightmares, she decided to be a graceful ally and help him. But lately, it seemed to be that she wanted to do it more to help rather than because she wan an ally.

With her more sensitive nose and ears, she can sense Lon'qu nearing her tent. His heartbeat was more erratic the usual, to the point where the human term of a heart attack may reach him. Yet when he entered the tent, he seemed his usual stoic and calm self. He even had a cup of his own with him, but Panne barely noticed it.

"Here for another dose of Panne's potion?" the Taguel said as she began to sort the necessary herbs and tonics on her chair. She gestured to her bed and added, "Sit there while I make it." She began to reach for the the stone grinder to mix the leaves when a hand suddenly caught her own.

Lon'qu's heartbeat suddenly quickened even faster. Panne had no idea how to react to his sudden gesture. The Myrmidon was terrified at even standing _close_ to a woman. Now here he was, touching her hand. She was shocked, but managed to pay attention as he slipped the cup into her hand. "Actually, I thought I'd offer my own brew," he offered. He let go, his heartbeat slowing. "Elderberry and tea leaves from Ferox. There's no better tea in all the lands."

Panne smiled again. The tea smelled heavenly, and she had to be mad into thinking that the man actually made physically contact with her. It was probably a figment of her imagination. But nonetheless, she accepted the tea. "If you are so confident, I suppose I must have some..." The mix of the hot liquid with the berries melted on her tongue, and she thought this to be a lot better than Robin's 'dishwater' carrot soup. "Why, this _is_ good!

As she continued to drink, Lon'qu berated himself for staying silent. After a few moments of silence, not in which it was awkward, he finally spoke. "You know, it's funny..."

"What is?"

"Whenever I talk to you, a warm and...fuzzy feeling comes over me. I'd assumed it was because of your potion. But I have the same feeling right now, and I haven't touched a drop."

Panne thought back to when she drank the soup earlier in the day, when she was thinking that perhaps Lon'qu would like some. Though he may not, she did remember thinking of a warm and fuzzy feeling stirring in her chest. What was it? "Now that you mention it, I feel the same way."

"There's no medicine in that brew," Lon'qu explained. "Just Ferox's finest tea leaves."

"And It certainly is delicious, I could drink it everyday."

The Feroxi man suddenly turned a shade of red, and he stuffed one hand in his pocket, clenching the other into a fist. "I-If we were to spend more time together, I would make you a c-cup every morning..." The usual stoic man was now stuttering?

The Taguel thought back to the human mating customs that they would make, one of them implying that one of the two would make the other food for the morning, then spending the entirety of the day together when they can. She always turned down the idea as humans were not capable of a single mate. Sometimes they would have more than one, or turn down the mate they currently had in favor for another. Taguel, on the other hand, mated for life. If one were to perish was the only exception. The Exalt was right; mankind can learn much from her own kind.

"Are you implying what I think you are, human?" she finally asked.

Lon'qu breathed deeply before he made to grab her hand again. Only this time, she knew she was not hallucinating. "T-Taguel or human—it matters not to me. You are just the woman I love."

Panne was silent for a moment as she listened. His heartbeat was radiating like crazy, and she was certain hers was the same way. Carefully, as to not startle him, she brought her other hand up and brought it to his cheek. He flinched and recoiled slightly, but otherwise remained still. She took that as permission to rest the palm of her hand on his cheek. Her claws were still sharp, and she was careful to not hurt or scratch him. The fur patch on her hand barely tickled his skin. He was warm despite the cold temperature outside.

"Things have changed since we first met," she finally said. "Remember how afraid you were?"

"I do. But I'm not anymore." Finally taking his hand out of his pocket, which also meant that she would have to release his cheek, he took something out and showed it to her. "Panne, will you accept this ring?

Oh, typical man-spawn. Why did they think a sparkling rock would have any affect on the proposal? "Ah, a bribe to spice the proposal. Such a typical human custom." Nonetheless, she took the ring, inspecting it for a moment. "But I know you speak from the heart, so I accept. You're the first human I've known who makes me forget about the past... And for that, I shall be eternally yours."

Releasing her hand, which just so happened to be her left hand, Lon'qu slipped the ring on her finger. He brought it to her lips, kissing it softly. It was Panne's turn to blush, and did nothing but return the favor when he leaned forward and placed a kiss on her lips as he cupped her face with his rough, tender hands.

The next morning, the Taguel found herself spinning the ring on her finger. For a moment, she thought she had dreamt the entire night previous, a side effect of the potion. But when she saw that not only was the ring still on her finger, but the potion was left unmade, she realized it wasn't a dream. She had no nightmares.

_Follow your heart instead of your mind. I made that decision once a long time ago. It may have led to the biggest regret of my life to this day, but I wouldn't take back my cherished time with her._

"Father..." Panne reached into her hair, untying the pink flower that was near her bunny ears. She held it delicately in her hands before she knelt down on the snowy ground, burying the flower in the snow. "I hope I've made you proud."

Then she got up and hurried back to camp. She wanted to be with Lon'qu when they made the announcement. The army needed the morale, their biggest loss in the war occurring only a few short days ago.

Had she stayed behind a little longer, she would see the small pink flower rise from the ground and bloom radiantly where no flower can grow.

The man who fears women, and the woman who loathes man. Who knew?

* * *

><p>Rapunzel nervously followed Robin as she and the other girls continued through the tunnels. She was briefly reminded of the cave she and Eugene went through before the dam broke, literally. In fact, before they were brought here two days earlier. Goodness, was it really only two days? It felt like so much longer. So much has occurred between arriving and now. Oh, she hoped the others were alright.<p>

"So, Robin," Rapunzel said, trying to make conversation as they walked brought the tunnels in search of the other girls. "How do you know Litwick?"

"Family friend," Robin said. "In my home country, there was a war bursting out. Fought along the front lines with my best friend. We met him when a after we crossed the sea to the neighboring country for war. But don't say any of this to Litwick, it hasn't happened to him get."

"Yeah, what's this 'future Litwick' stuff, anyway?" Alyx asked. "The last time I heard, time travel was banned in several worlds."

Robin stopped as he peered around the corner before turning to her. The torch he carried illuminated his white hair, giving it a faint yellow tint. "You're Alyx, right?"

"Yeah, why?"

"Ah. Well, in my world, time travel isn't banned. The Litwick you know hasn't met me yet. Well, he has when I was younger, but in this time, he hasn't thought about me in a few...centuries..." His voice faded before he shook his head, trying to concentrate. "Sorry, wondered for a second there."

"Why do yeh cover yer face?" Merida asked. "Why not show't?"

"I can't have Litwick recognizing me when he sees me again in his future. He'll probably have a mental breakdown, believe me, I've seen it."

Rapunzel thought back to when Litwick began to sprout spikes and needles from his body. When his emotions were out of control, he said? If that's what he's like when he can't control his emotions, what would happened when he breaks down? And what could possibly get him to break down, anyway? He was a dark dairy with a demon possessing his brother's body with ghosts underneath his island. Not much would seem to be able to get to him.

The girls paused when they heard the familiar sound of wood clattering against itself. Alyx felt her skin prickle. Robin must've noticed her stilled expression because he joked, "What's wrong? Manakete got your tongue?"

"Th-that sound..." Rapunzel shuddered. "Those are puppets moving! Big, moving puppets that tried to kill is right before we met Bill Cipher!"

"Bill Cipher...? Weird, that name sounds familiar. I think F... Er, I mean, Litwick mentioned him once. Damn, get back!" Throwing the torch to the ground and kicking dirt over it—here Alyx realized that Robin had his feet wrapped in black bindings to match the rest of his outfit, exposing only his toes and heel—he quickly pulled the three of them into the shadows and against the wall as much as they can fit. Crouching to make themselves small, they stayed silent as possible as five wooden, faceless marionettes trudged past them. Some were floating on the air while other dragged their feet on the ground. Once they were gone, they let out a sigh of relief.

"Listen listen listen, I've got a great idea!"

They jumped as Wheatley suddenly appeared in front of them, startling them enough to make them jump. He didn't seem to notice their shock and continued to ramble on. "So listen! Pandora is basically a big ball of fire, right? So I figure that if we manage to douse her out, then she'll be vulnerable! Right?"

Robin reacted by pulling out his jagged sword and hitting the robot with the flat end of it. "Incompetent moron! You scared the living daylights out of me!"

"Ow!" Wheatley recoiled before he moved on his railing to stand behind Merida. "Okay, okay! Not a big fan of a one-eyed robot, I get that. You don't really need to act violently, I understand. Really, I do. Though, um, I must say, um, wh-who are you, exactly?"

"Robin. And what's this about Pandora? Did you say there's water down here?"

Wheatley nodded the best of his ability. "Oh, yeah, there's tons of water. There's the odd-spot with a pond or puddle or something. They have these blue stones also growing out of the ground, though I can't be sure what they are exactly."

"Thank you so much, you mono-optic glowball." Robin picked up the torch, relighting it by sparking two rocks together. "Gods, I wish I could use tomes," he mumbled to himself. Then aloud, "Okay, we just meet to find some of this water, I have an idea. Do you know where we can find any, Glowball?"

"The Dalek and I split up a little while ago after you guys disappeared, but he can contact me if he finds some. So let's go! I'm sure we can find a pond. ...Now... Where do we go from here? Any of you know?"

Robin proceeded to smack his forehead with the palm of his gloved hand and run it down his face. _Wait a minute... "Glowball"? Dear gods, I've turned into Gaius!_

* * *

><p>The war was over and won. The Mad King may have been slain, but the greatest cost was the life of the Exalt. Her death, however, showed the enemy how much they wanted peace as much as the Shepherds did. They all returned to Ylisse as victors, and the Exalt's brother was not only coronated to Exalt himself, but he also married.<p>

With no part in human politics or diplomacy, Panne spent the beginning of her free time in the forests the country had to offer. Lon'qu had to go back to his home to assist with his country's own men, but in time, he would return and the two of them can begin their lives together.

Panne, in her beast form, drank from a river near the castle grounds. She can smell the animals nearby, hear them scattering amongst the trees. Looking around, she can feel the familiarity of this spot, this very spot. Yes, upon jumping over to the other side, she found a small patch of pink flowers, those just like the one she was given so many years ago.

"You know, the proper way to greet your parent is to embrace them when you've been apart for so long."

That voice... _Could it be?_ Returning to her humanoid form, she turned around to see a familiar figure sitting in a branch above a tree. She broke into a wide smile, bigger than any smile she's given to any Shepherd. "Father!"

Jumping down from the tree, Litwick fluttered his wings as he landed. The Taguel embraced the shorter boy, using her strength to almost squeeze the life out of him.

"Panne, sweetheart... I can't...breathe..." Litwick tapped her shoulder to signify his point, and she reluctantly pulled back. Once she did, Litwick took in her full appearance. "Gods, Panne. Look at you! I haven't seen you in so long, and here you are. Last I saw you, you hated humans, and here you are in love now."

"Wh-what?" Panne was utterly baffled. "Father, how can you know such a thing?"

"I can sense your heart," he said, placing his hand over her heart where the human heart would also be. "It's stronger than the last time I've sensed it. Have you found another Taguel?"

Panne shook her head. Only a day earlier was she a fierce warrior, who was missing her fiancé upon his leave. Now she felt like a young little bunny again, insecure and afraid. "No. I truly am the last Taguel, Father, but it seems that...that a human has managed to invade my warren."

"There's no invading when you have a ring." Taking her left hand, he observed the ring, showing off a sparkling white stone. "You took my advice, then. You followed you heart rather than your mind."

She nodded. "Father... I found Robin. He doesn't remember me, but... I-I found him."

Litwick nodded. "Good. If you haven't told him the truth about who you are to him, you don't have to yet. Everything falls into place sooner or later. But I'm afraid I didn't come for a social visit. I came here so I can warn you." Reaching into his pocket, he took out a crystal bean-shaped rock. "Something bad is coming, both for Ylisse and myself. All the worlds are in danger. This bean can create portals between worlds. When I need you most, I'll send you a telepathic message." He reached up and placed two fingers to her right temple. "When I call you, throw the bean into a body of water. As you pass through it, think of me and you'll appear at my destination. Understand?"

"Of course, Father," Panne said. "But there one thing I don't understand. The war against Plegia is finished; the warren leader Chrom finished off the Mad King himself."

Litwick shook his head. "Plegia's not the only one with a dark leader." He paused, thinking about something for a moment before he took out a letter. "Give this to Corrin, but don't say it's from me, say a prophet gave it to you."

Panne took the letter, seeing said young woman's name on the letter. "Of course I will, but why–"

"Hey, Panne! There you are!"

At the sound of Robin's voice in the distance, Panne turned and saw the tactician calling from the town borderline. He knew how keen of hearing the Taguel had, so there was really no need to go all the way to the river. "C'mon, Lon'qu's back! Sumia wants to over wedding details with the two of you!"

Though Lon'qu was insistent on doing mating rituals in the way of the Taguel, which involved cutting each other's palms and pressing the wounds together to exchange blood and a night of consummation, Panne was as insistent of a human mating ritual. In the end, they decided to combine the two and hope for the best.

Turning back to her father, she saw that he was already gone. In the trees, he waved her goodbye before he whispered. _"I promise to see you again."_

"Thank you, Father," Panne whispered. She made her way back to the town as Robin led her back to the barracks, where the queen herself was already drawing up plans with a flustered Lon'qu.

"Where'd you get that rock?" Robin asked curiously, seeing the bean in her hands.

Panne set it in the pouch she carried with her, attached quite literally to her hip. "Just a stone I found. Is the queen sure that she must be up and about? Is she not with child?"

"Yeah, Chrom thought the same thing, but you know Sumia. She's as persistent as Frederick at times. Wait a minute, how did you know about her pregnancy?" Panne raised her eyebrow, remembering very well of her lessons when Robin asked about the Taguel. He would remember. "Oh, yeah! What, can you hear the baby already? She's only a month in."

She rolled her eyes. "No, you dunce. I can smell the chemicals that are required in the process to make a human child. Have been for quite some time. I was courteous enough to let them find out for themselves."

Robin tilted his head, the way he often did when he had to think back or think hard on something. "Huh. Guess that explains it. Speaking of human children, do you think you and Lon'qu would be able to have kids? I mean, I know the two of you are different species and all, but you do share human qualities. Panne?" He stopped, realizing that the Taguel was no longer walking. "Whoops. Delicate subject?" He knew how difficult it was for Panne. She was the last of her race, and even if she could have children with a human, they would only have half the blood of a Taguel.

"I'm afraid I must skip this meeting," Panne finally said, hoping for an excuse despite her want to see embrace her fiancé again. "Have you seen Corrin? I carry a message for her."

"Uh, yeah, I think she's with Kaze right now. Are you okay? I didn't mean to–" Panne was already gone before he can finish his sentence, bounding away in her beast form. "Yeesh. What, you can't put a warning in a guy? Humph. ...Guess I oughta get my tomes. I _did_ promise Lissa a lesson..."

* * *

><p>Though Alyx wasn't born in the Fire Nation or anywhere in that world, she knew of her origins and birthplace. Firebending helped given she was also half-dragon, but what <em>didn't<em> help was that fire can be extinguished so easily by water. The entire tunnel system had water, and she berated herself for when she asked where the water would come from; they were on an _island_, for crying out loud!

After taking multiple wrong turns, thanks to Wheatley's guidance, the eventually made it to a lake of water. Robin waded in it until he was at the center of the lake, reaching to above his stomach. Reaching and going below water, he plucked a blur crystal from under the water. When he came back up, he pulled the covering off his head, revealing his face for the first time.

He was young, perhaps in his early twenties, with a mess of white hair. His red eyes seemed clouded for some reason, but they reflected the blue light the crystal gave. His hears were covered by his hair. He waded out of the water and tapped the crystal with his fingers. "I can use these as gateways," he said. "Open up a portal and send Pandora and the Marionette into the Void, the space between worlds. Basically, we can banish them!"

"How can you open a portal?" Alyx asked. "I had to use beans and magic and technology and whatever else to make it to this world! And that was just _attempting_ to get here!"

"I have experience with portals, thank you very much. And time travel, this ain't my first rodeo, whatever a 'rodeo' is. As a friend of mine once said, _allons-y_!" Robin brought down the scarf covering his mouth and took his glove off his right hand, whistling. "Sylveon, Zoroark!"

_"Veo!"_ Another blue light emanated from the lake, rising slowly to the surface. Out popped a blue century with ribbon-like designs. It had a single triangular tooth sticking out from its mouth. It's golden and blue fur looked almost shiny. _"Sylve?"_

"Wow, what is that!" Rapunzel got down on her knees and observed the animal. Sylveon sniffed her before it smiled. "It's so adorable!"

"This is Sylveon," Robin said, bending over to scratch it under its chin. "She was saved by Litwick before she was hatched, and he gave her to me last time I saw him. My daughter adores her, and she's also pretty handy in a fight."

"She's a Pokémon, isn't she?" Alyx asked. "I've seen a few before, Sylveon is one of the evolved forms of Eevee."

Behind her, Merida stood up and walked over to them. She looked between the two of them before she laughed through her teeth. She gave a wide grin and showed her teeth, her hands behind her back.

"What's so funny?" Rapunzel asked.

"Hey!" A second Merida came out from the first and poked her on the shoulder. "Whatcha think yer doin' goin' 'round in my body!"

"Zoroark, stop messing around and show yourself," Robin said with a roll of his eyes.

The Merida impersonator laughed the same laughed before she became enveloped in a wheel of purple light. In her place was a black and red bipedal Pokémon, with hair so long a blue ring held it together.

"Zoroark is a master of illusions, able to turn himself into any animal or human."

_I shouldn't have to copy a human, though,_ a voice said. _I should only do Pokémon!_

"Did it just talk?!" Rapunzel shouted, straightening to stand.

"Sh!" Robin places his hands over her mouth, looking back in the tunnel they came through. "Wheatley, can you be able to tell when Pandora or the Marionette near this spot?"

"Um, yeah, about that..." Wheatley gave a nervous chuckle. "Ha ha... Um, turns out that the Marionette is already here."

_Mummy? Are you my Mummy?_

Alyx felt the hairs on the back of her neck rise. That voice... It was the same child! Turning around, she saw a little boy standing on the water, literally on the water. The boy couldn't be four or five, and he wore a gas mask. His head was tilted to the side before it tilted the other direction. _I'm here, Mummy. I'm here._

_Watch out!_ Zoroark cried. With quick speed, he grabbed Rapunzel and Merida as rocks fell from the ceiling, blocking their only exit.

A child's laugh echoed in the now-sealed off room. However, it sounded very different than the gasmasked child. Descending from the ceiling, a thing, white-faves puppet gliding above them. It had three buttons on its thing chest, and all of its limbs where sleeves would be had white stripes. It had two red circles painted on its cheek, showing off a wide mouth. Purple marks slid under its black eyes, almost like tear stains.

"That's the...Marionette?" Rapunzel gasped.

_"You are the ocean's gray waves. Destined to seek life beyond the shore, just out of reach..."_ Robin suddenly began to sing, moving his hands in a flowing motion as he did. The water in the lake began to sway. _"Yet the waters ever change, flowing like time. The path is yours to climb..."_

The Marionette turned its head in his detection, the neck cranking as it did. Without even making another sound, it moved in a swift motion towards him.

_"In the white light, a hand reaches through. A double-edged blade cuts your heart in two."_ Water began to rise form the lake and it became thick enough to block the charge the Marionette offered. _"Waking dreams, fade away. Embrace the brand-new day! Sing with me a song of birthrights and love. The light scatters to the sky above." _The child with the gas masked faded away. The water began to twinkle as if light were reflecting on it, but the only course of light were the torches in the room. _"Dawn breaks through the gloom, white as a bone. Lost in thoughts all alone..."_

The Marionette suddenly disappeared, reappearing in another part of the room. Sylveon released some sort of attack, a ball of light flashing in front of its face. The Marionette staggered, blinded for a moment, before a dark energy came from Zoroark.

_Open the portal!_ Zoroark shouted. _Now!_

The blue crystals began to shimmer. They rose from the bottom of the lake and began to spin in a circle around the Marionette. The water began to twirl in streaks and thin bendable bars, acting as chains to hold in place.

"Alyx!" Robin shouted as he continued his dance. "Use your fire on the Marionette! Zoroark, use your Dark Pulse! Sylveon, use Fairy Wind! Attack the puppet!"

The three attacks began radiating as the blue crystals began to grow. The Marionette was thrown against the wall and the crystals began to embed themselves into the wall. The wall began to flow white and a wind began to suck everything in into the portal. The Marionette was sucked inside, and the water fell.

"It's gone!" Merida cried, relieved that the atrocity was gone. "But why is the portal still here?"

The sucking wind had died down, but it was still strong. Rapunzel's hair began to float up towards the portal and she quickly grabbed it. "Help me!" she cried.

She, Merida, Alyx, and Robin pulled their hardest to protect her hair, but it was too far in. The end strands were already in, and with a final large tug, it pulled both her and Merida inside.

"Merida!" Alyx shouted. "Rapunzel!" She began to move towards the portal when Robin pulled him back.

"What are you doing?!" he shouted over the strong roar of the wind. "You can't go in there, you'll be stuck between worlds!"

"I have to get them back!" Alyx shouted back. "I can't let them die!"

"You're not going!" Robin lifted her by her shoulders and set her by Zoroark. "Zoroark, come with me! Sylveon, stay here with Alyx! Help her out!"

"Robin, wait!" Alyx tried to stop him, but Zoroark stopped her first.

_We'll be back as soon as we can!_ Zoroark jumped into the portal. The wind began to die down; the portal was closing.

Robin began to go forward when he paused. He contemplated something for a moment before he turned to face Alyx. "If you... Um... If you see Litwick again, tell him...tell about Corrin."

"What?" Alyx frowned. "Who the hell is Corrin?"

Robin smiled. "Just tell him that Corrin found the family he wanted her to have. He'll understand."

"What?!" Alyx said again. "What the hogmonkeys does that mean?!"

"Spoilers," he said with a shrug and smirk. Then he jumped into the portal and it died down. They were all gone.

* * *

><p>"Tell me, man-spawn," Panne said as she used her paw to rip the metal helmet of Hans' Iron Man suit. "What plans does the demon have for Litwick?"<p>

"I-I-I don't know!" Hans shouted, trying to scramble out from under the bunny's vice grip. "He said something about using Lantern's blood to free his body! _Please don't kill me!"_

Panne huffed, lifting her paw and returning back to her human form. The suit was so dent and broken worn out that Hans was unable to get out if it. He stayed plastered to the floor, panting for breath. "It's humans like you that sicken me," she said with a feral growl, barring her teeth.

_"Trevena, vena ven!" _Trevenant walked up to her. The last of the shadow people dissipated, and from the corner of her eye, she saw the humans and the lizard exit the room together, running down the halls. She can smell Litwick's scent off of them, and by the way he interacted with them before he disappeared, they were allies, not enemies.

Something was definitely going on than what the eye showed. Panne was more in tune to her senses, and at the moment, she can smell an excessive of blood somewhere. Almost as if a body as bleeding to death. Where could there possibly be a place that a body can decompose so much and be looked into? Although, knowing Litwick as she did, chances were that the body was left alone for a reason. Seeing how Hans wasn't going anywhere, she gestured to Trevenant with single hand, guiding him to the other side of the room. Yes, the smell was defiantly coming from here, but it was still a far distance off. Maybe on the other side of the building?

Using her late bunny form again, Panne hug through the soft wall, burrowing to the other side. As she dug her way through, the smell got stronger and stronger. So strong that she actually recoiled and sneezed when she caught another sudden scent, this one much sweeter. At last she made her way through the wall, silently walking on all fours as she made her way through the dark room, her eyes adjusting easily to the darkness. Inside the room was a stone coffin, the body most likely inside. She saw a table behind the coffin with various bottles and tomes, which she recognized due to the are-old scent and the rough and ripped pages. The bottles were the apparent cause of the smell, as well as the less-stronger sweetness. Trevenant followed in after her, waiting to see if they were to be attacked for trespassing.

"Hey, listen!" A sudden ball of light floated its way to them both, and Panne was startled that she didn't see it sooner. The ball of light floated, and she saw tiny silky wings popping out. "Hey! Please, I need your help!"

"What are you?" Panne asked, sniffing to see what it was. A majority of the sweetness came from the thing.

"I'm Proxi! I'm a fairy! But listen, now's not the time for introductions! My friend, he's in trouble!" Proxi flew down another hallway, bouncing in the air. "Please, hurry!"

As much as Panne wanted to do some investigating of her own, she couldn't let some poor soul get hurt. Not only that, but this fairy peaked his curiosity. Last she saw of Litwick, which was only a few days ago in her own timeline, he never spoke of knowing the acquaintance of another fairy. Then again, it wouldn't have surprised her is she was lying through her teeth. Ever since he reunited with Robin and Corrin though, he seemed to be hiding secrets less and less. She followed after Trevenant, who was following Proxi. The direst floor turned to stone, then wood. She entered a room and found herself surrounded by tiny, carrot-shaped animals. they came in various odors form white, red, pink, yellow, and blue. The purple ones looked plump, the white seemed the fastest, the pink could fly, and some were walking stones!

"Benny!" Proxi flew through the tiny crowd, high she was barely taller than, and came up to a young man. The man had golden locks, tied in a short ponytail he had on a green tunic with a blue hem, white trousers that were tucked into brown boots. He had a scabbard on his back, and a metallic shield lay on the ground. He gritted his teeth as the tiny creatures began to push him over until he fell. "Benny, are you okay?"

"Not really!" Benny shouted, trying to reach for the sword that had fallen away from him. "Wha-?" He jerked his head towards Panne, processing the fact that a giant bunny had suddenly appeared. Unfortunately this distraction was enough for the creatures to topple him over. "Wh-whoa!" Benny fell on his back and the creatures piled on top of his limbs, forcing him to the ground. They gave high-pitched squeaks and chattering sounds as they did, and a certain red creature made it say onto his chest. This one seemed to be leader, then.

With a bite, Panne was dumbfounded a she bit into some of the creatures, but their bodies vanished. They let out a cry and ghosts took their place. These things were so weak, but so strong at the same time!

_"TREVENA!"_ Trevenant let out a loud cry, enough to stop the creatures in their tracks. After barking out some orders, they scrambled off Benny and aligned themselves in front of Trevenant. There were seven different types, and they lined themselves up accordingly.

"Pikmin?" Panne asked, reunion to her human form. "That's what these creatures are called?" Trevenant grunted in response. "I see."

Benny, gasping for breath, stood up, leaning on his sword. He picked up a discarded green cap from the ground, dusted it off, and placed it on his head. Its tail hung below his neck. "What did they want?" he asked, looking at the Pikmin warily. He flinched when they all simultaneously turned to look at him.

The red Pikmin stepped forward and offered a few words. "It seems that the Pikmin were assigned to protect something, and were ordered to attack whatever they found. It seemed that they took it too far."

"Hmph!" Proxi huffed, her wings snapping as if they were berating. "Benny was lucky to be alive! I'm his fairy companion, it's supposed to be my job to take care of him!"

"I'm fine, Proxi! See?" Benny spread his arms out, and though his clothes looked mangled and torn, showed no signs of injury. "Oh, and I guess I should thank you, too." He walked up to Panne and put his right fist over his chest. "My name is Prince Benjamin Daphnes Nohansen Hyrule, but people call me Benny. Thank you for your aid, Taguel." He gave a short bow before picking up his shield and sheathing his sword."

"You know of my race?" Panne asked suspiciously.

"Yes, I do. It's an honor to meet a valiant race. I was brought on stories of the Taguel, Kitsune, and Shepherds."

"How so?" Panne wondered.

Benny winked. "Spoilers!" He walked around the Pikmin, leaving the Taguel lightly stunned. There was only one person she knew of that spoke like that. Well, two if Litwick counted. "My parents, the king and queen of Hyrule, are familiar with the concept of time travel, just like the Shepherds of Ylisse and Hoshido were. Litwick, who helped my parents during a time of peril, told them that they had to send me and Proxi to this time in this world. He told meI had to find the body of an almost-dead girl. Not sure why though."

"Yes, I can smell it," Panne said. "Further down here, I believe." She ran ahead, followed by Benny, Trevenant, Proxi, and a few Pikmin stragglers. "In here." Pushing the covering off the stone coffin, she looked at the desk and saw a page left open from the tome she a brief glimpse of the word _Resurrection_ before the cover of stone hitting the ground rattled the table, forcing the page to turn to a language she didn't recognize.

Inside the coffin was the body of a teenage girl. In fact, she looked exactly like the girl that melted only a few mere minutes ago before Litwick disappeared. What did the lizard call her? Lantern... Yes, that's what it was. Lantern.

"Now what?" Proxi asked.

"No we just have to use this potion Father gave me..." Reaching for the small ouch attached to his belt, he took out a strange and uncapped its needle. "I think he said to insert it at her neck..." Moving carefully, he poked the needle to her neck, moving her dark locks out of the way. The dark green liquid was put into her stream, and they waited.

Panne knew that something was going on when the smell of decomposing flesh faded, only to be replaced with the faint smell healing flesh. There was no specific way to describe it, for it was the same smell that the clerics in Ylisstol produced when using their healing staves on the injured. The puncture where the needle was inserted began to glow green, spreading to the rest of her body. It flowed in various ways, a way that can be seen as the blood veins glowing, the inside of her body radiating light so much that it was bursting its way through the muscle and skin of her body.

She opened her eyes.

* * *

><p><strong>Robin: Light Song excerpt of "Lost in Thoughts All Alone" from Fire Emblem Fates: Birthright<strong>

* * *

><p><strong>Maniacal laugh, maniacal laugh! Mwahahaha! Oh, if only such events were so easy! So many unanswered questions running through your head? Well, GOOD! Benny is my only personal OC character that is in this story, and I bet you can guess where Proxi is from! After so long of waiting for an update, I can finally get back to writing!<strong>

**Sorry I took so long, by the way. This story totally escaped me during spring break a week and two ago, I've been binge-watching some Doctor Who. I never realized until then, but the only human the Doctor had romantic feelings for was Rose! Sure, Melody was ["Spoilers, sweetie"], but it just never clicked like it did with Rose, did it? Eh, that's just what I think. If you all agree with me, raise your hand in the air like you just do not care. But in actually you do.**

**-Litwick723**


End file.
